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Burkſque pon Burleſque - 


OR, THER 
| Scoffer Scott. 
| Being ſome of 


/LUCIANS\ 


DIALOGUES 


Newly put into 


ENGLISH FUSTYAN, 


For the Conlolation of thoſe who 
had rather Laugh and be Merry, 
then be Merry and Wile. 


C— OO IO OT IIS TOS i COOTRI— 


LOND ON, 
Printed for Henry Brome at the Sign of the Gun at the 
Welt-end of St. Paul's Church-yard, 1675: 


Extles behold a Rural Muſe 
In home-(þun Robes, and clowted fboos, 


Preſents you old, but new tranſlated News. 


We in the Country do not ſcors 
Onur Walls with Ballads to adory 
Of patient Grizell, and the Lord of Lorne. 


Ola Tales, old Songs, and an old Feſt, 


Oar ſtomachs eaſili ft diſpeſt ; 


' And of all Plays Hieronimo's the beſt, 
4 


We bring you hear a Fuſtian peece, 
* HIWritby a merry lWagg of Greece, 
g Which yet the learned ay's nat much amiſs, 


A 2 Ana 


 Poologue, 
And if *gainſt ſtile Except you ſhall, 


Wee muſt acquaint you once for all, 
'Tis but Burleſque in the Original, 


The Subjedt « without offence, 
Doe but ſome ſmutty words diſpence, 


Wee'l make amends with Ryme, if not with Sence, 


Beſides you muſf not take a Picque, 
If he ſometimes ſpeak plain, and gleek, 
Without that Licence he cou'd be no Greek. 


Ent we our ſelves ſo hate prophaners, 
And all corrupters of good manners, 


Hee's qualified for all entertainers, 


And u ſo well reform'd from riot, 
His Book is made ſo wholſome ater, 


Virgins and Boys can run no danger by it. 


Put whv a Prologue, you will ſay, 
To what nor u nor 's like a Play ? 


That 1 expe? you in my diſh ſhowld lay. 


Why | 


P2ologue. 
hy though this Antick new-vaump't Wit, 
With no ſuch vain defign was writ, 
That it ſhould either Gallery, Box, or Pit: 


Vet my renowned Author ſayes, 
Theſe Scenes with thoſe may paſs for Playes 


IFere writ th Dutcheſs of ——— —— 4azes. 


—- 


” 
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But fbe is gone (I ſpeak it quaking, 
The ſleeping Lioneſs for waking) 


we”, 


. 
th _ 


To write in 4 new world of her own making. 


And now that ſhe has ſhot the Pit, 
: You even muſt contented ſit, 


And take fuch homcly fare as you car 2et. 


For this, the Rymer ſays that penn'd it, 
, a * MAEro 
For a fine piece 'twas intended, 


Since in a *Nilonth 'twas both begun, ani ended. 


Some favour he expets therefore, 
And docs your mercies (Shs \ implare, 


On ene that never troubled you before, 


A 3 Lt 


 Poologue. 


Bug yet he bid me ere | went hence 
To tell you, that what ere's your Sentence, 
It ſhall not coft him half an hours repentance, 


PROMETHEUS, 


OR, 


CAUCASUS. 


HE Author (who ns doubt had wit) 
g This piece of Railery then writ 
Il hen Paganiſm was in faſbtos : 
By this ridiculous warr ation 
To beat into the brains oth” rude 
And logger-headed multituae, 
That what the wauton Pacts fuqzn 
Of one Prometheus & warn, 
nd fit to be (here bet ſea) 


Py none but Coxcomss creaited. 
A 4 II hereris 


The Scoffer Scoft. 
Wherein his meaning further is 
To take away th' Authorities 

Of Lies, and Fables, which did Pigeon 
The Rabble into falfe Religion. 

Which alſo was his drift ('tis odds) 

In th' other Dialogues oth* Gods, 

Of which thu here plac't firſt of al 
Seems to be Captain General. 


- 


DIALOGUE 
Vulcan, Mercury, and Promethems. 
Merc. NO now to Cancaſin ware got, 
Come /alcay, let us look about 
For ſome good Rock, where we may fall 


To nayling faſt the Criminal, 

'Tis more than time that we had done it : 

But let's chooſe one has no Snow on it, 

That of both>z Mazacle and. Grieve 

The Nayls we to the head may drive, | 
And 


4 
43 


The Scoffer Scot. 


And one that alſo on each ſide 

Does open lye to be deſcry'd, 

That Paſſengers may be aware on'c, 

And the Roywe's ſhame the more apparent. 
Valcan, Content, but we muſt nayl him ſo, 

That he may neither hang ſo low, 

That e Mortal, ſoonas they ſhall ſpy him 

May preſently come and untie him ; 

Nor muſt we.faſten him ſohigh, 

As to be out of reach of eye, 

The torment then wou!d be unknown, 

That's meant an exemplary one. WO 

Therefore be rul'd by my advice, 

Wee'l hang him on this Precipice 

I'th middle of the Mo:ntain there, 

Chaining one hand co this Rock here, 

T other to that that's oppdſite, 


And there he wil hang fair in ſight, 
Where friend and foe at eaſe may view him, 
Puc tle grazd Devil can't get to him. 
Mercury, | like thy Reaſons wondrous we!l, 
They both are inacceſſible, 


Come 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


Come (Sir Promethews) if you pleaſe, 

And mount a ſtep for your own eaſe ; 

Nay, never hang an Arſe for th* matter, 

Te is in vain to cog and flatter: 

Come on [ ſay, and ne're draw back for't, 
Or thoſe large lwggs of yours will crack for't ; 
Why when I ſay | come mount apace 


And hang man with a handſome grace. 
Promet. Hale me not prethee on this faſhion : 


But take ſome ſmall commi ſeration 
Upon a pavore Diole , 
Unjaſtly made t!zus miſerable. 
Merc. Whac ! I believe thou art ſo kind 
(Thou bear'ſt a very loving mind) 
To have us trufs't up 1n thy room 
For diſobeying great Jove's Doom ! 
Do'lt think this Cawcaſzs to be 
Too little to hold all us Three ; 
Or wou:d it comfort be to thee 
T'have fellows in thy miſery ! 
Yowur ServantSir,we thank you kindly, 
And in return we mean to bind yee, 
Where any friend you have way find yee. )JCome 


The Scoffer Scot. 

Come (Sir) your right hand ; Falcey drive: 

Well driven 4s I hope to live ! 

Such things I ſee thou haſt an art in, 

That hand I warrant's faſt for farting, 

Come (Sir) your left ; here ſtrike again, 

And drive this home with might aud main. 

Ha ! ha: old ſmwtty face, well ſed, 

Thaſt hit the nayl (1 faith) tb head. 

Here, here, now take me this right legg , 

And drive me here another pegg. 

Well aid ! here make me this faſt too, 

And then there is no more to do. 

Slid, thou haſt doe it to 4 hair : 

So, now (Sir) you may take the Air, 

And may contemplate all alone ; » 

The Vultere will come down anon | 

To prey upon your Entrals Dow, ? 

A recompence a worthy one, | 

For your moſt fine invention. j 
Promet.O gentle mother Egrth that bore me, 

And in thy throes did(t loud groan for me ! 

Thou Saturn and Fapetus too, 

Alaſs the gay, what ſha!l I do. Wha: 


The Scoffer Dcoft. 


What! muſt I undergoe this wo-thing, 
And ſuffer thus for doing nothing. 

Merc. No, call'ſt it nothing (wicked Beaſt) 
To cheat great Fove at a great Feaſt ! 
To give him bones (a trick that ney is) 
Smear*d over with a little Brews, 
And keep the beſt o'th' meat (forſooth) 
For your own Worſhips dainty tooth | 
Beſides, I wonder much (Wiſe-aker) 
Who *twas that made you a Man-makey, 
That ſubtle crafty Animal ! 
And Woman too the worſt of all ! 
And then to ſteal the fire from Heaven 
Which only to the Gods was given, 
And that they prize above all meaſure 
Much more then all their other treaſure ! 
After all which had thou a face 
So varniſh't, nay ſo vaump't with braſs ; 
Or rather ſteel'd with Impudence, 
To preach to us thy innocence ! 
And to complain thou haſt wrong done thee ! 


Thou wickea Rogne, now out upon thee ! 
Promet. 


The Scoffer Scoft. 7? 


Promet. Haſt thou the ſtony heart to rate 
And uſe me thus in this eſtate £ 
And to reproach me for things here, 
For which, by all the Gods I ſwear, 
And all of them to witneſs call, 
That dine and ſup in Fove's fair Hall, 
I deſerve, rather than this Doom, 


A penſion i'th' * Prytomeum. n The as. 
c 
And if thou would'{t but give me leiſure, Pe 


In ſadneſs, I could take a pleaſure 
(For a!l I know, thou much do'ſt glory 
In thy renowned Oratory) 

Now with thee to diſpute the caſe, 
And argu't with thee face to face: 
To baff'e in thy perſon here 

Thy wighty Maſter Jupiter. 

Take then upon thee his defence 
Withall thy mighty Eloquence, 
And mak't appear that he has reaſon 
To chain me here this bitter ſeaſon, 
In proſpe& of the Caſpian-Ports 

To which the tradjng world reſorts, 


To 


The Scoffer Dcoft. 


| To all theſe ctowds of nien to be 
A Speatacle of miſery ; 


Yea (and what's more) of horror, even 


To Scythians, ro whom is given 
pies By all that have been hither * driven, 
mere of The name as bloodieſt under Heaven. 
well s & Merc. Faith thy defence comes now too late; 
_ met. But if thou haft a mind to prate, 
'** Wee' give thee hearing, and we may, 
For we are here enjoyr'd to ſtay 
*7he ul Until we ſee the * Pigeon driver 
Come down to prey upon thy Liver. * 


In the mean time wee'l ſhe our breeding, 


In our attention to thy pleading ; 
Make uſe of time then, and be quick 
In pouring out thy Rherorick, 
*Twill doubtleſs ravifh ; For I hear 
Thou art a mighty Sophiſter. 
Promet. Nay, to ſpeak firſt it is thy part, 
Becauſe thou my Accuſer art ; 


Andin ſo doing take heed, pray, 
You don't your Maſters cauſe betray. 7 
Smug 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


wg here ſhall ſtand by, and be mute, 
nd be the Fudge of our diſpute. 
3 Yulc. Who, I be Fudge againſt my Father ! 
S by Peacher or thy Hangman rather, 
or having my own Forge bereaven 
Yf heat, by ſtealing Fire from Heaven. 
Promet. Why then T'le tell you what todo, 
(our Accuſation's ſplit in two, 


Thou of the Theft to ſpeak hadſt beſt, 
\nd let him handle all the reſt ; 
F'other offences leave to him : 

Ind alſo it would il] beſeem 


The God of Thieves, in open Seffion 
o ſpeak againſt his own profeſſion. 


V'alg. No, no, to weddle I arti loth ; 
reury here ſhall ſpeak for's both 

JHe isa Clerk of better reading: 

For my part I've no skill in pleading: 

He has been bred to't, I was ne're 

F Cur out to be a Barreſter, 

My head too heavy was, and logger, 

Ever to make a Pettifogger, 


. The Scoffer Scoft. - 


Ile ne're deny it, I have more Art 

In clowting of a crafie Cart: 

But he by bawling, 'tis well known, 

Has gotten many a good half Crown ; 

And by that Trade has got his living, 

For all thy talk, as well as Thieving. 
Merc It would require a tedious time, 

Piecemeal to handle ey'ry Crime , 

Of which thou lowſy, wangy, fiithy, 

Abominable Knave art guilty : 

Nor is't enough jnrunning faſhion, 

Barely to name each accuſation : 


But ſince wy Gentleman confeſſes, 
Nay glories in his wickednefſles, 
My. task by that ſo nuch the leſs is. 


And it preat folly were to babble 

A great long tedious Ribble-Rabble 

Of Crimes would load a Councel-Table, 
And go about with grave Sentences 

To prove a Bead-roll of Offences, 

Of which, without being ſo ſtrid, 

He 1s by his own mouth convict. 
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The Scolfer Scokt. | Ir 


And therefore I ſhall ſay but this, 
That undeniably it is 
The greateſt injury can Þe 


23 To Fuptter's great Clemency, 


So often to relapſe into 
Crimes (Sir) for which you full well knew, ; 


þ The Gallows were long ſince your due, 


2 And in defiance ſtill of Heaven, 


2 It was ſo pithy an Oration: 


2 But now how wiſe your Accufation 
1s in the Subiltance, would be known, 


2 And that (Sir) we ſhall ſee anon. 
4 Bur ſince you think y*aveſaid enough, 


To fin as often as forgiven, 
Promet. A great Caſe in few words laid open, 
Learnedly has your Worſbip ſpoken, 


3 The Lawyers ev'ry Mother's Son. 


3 Good eMaſter Serjeent, y'have undone 
; Tis pity but you had held on, 


$ Without one ſyllable of proof, 
$11: enter into my defence 


3 To anſwer your great Eloquence, 


d © 


B And 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


And firſt and formolt here I all 

The Goas in Heav'n to witneſs call, 

It pities me to th? heart to ſee 

That the great J#pz#er ſhould be 

So out of humor, and ſo grum 

As to pronounce this heavy Doom, 

Not only on a wan, but even 

A God who has a right in Heaven, 

One of the merry*lt of Boon blades, 

And one too of his old Camrades, 

Nay one that ſome time (much good do him) 
Has, been fullſerviceable to him, 

Andall this only for a Jeaſt 

T put upon him ata. Fealt. 

But had I thought hee'd been ſo lodden 

Of his bak't | fry'd, boild, rolt, and ſodden, 
I ſhould (I am not ſuch a Noddy) 

Have jeaſted with ſome other Body. 

Thou knoz'ſt what liberty of jeaſting 


Every one takes when they are feaſtirg, 


Where we throw Cuſkions,Chairs, and S:ools, 


And none but Children, or meer fools 


Any 


Ay ole ms ae 


The Scoffer Dcoft. 


Any thing ever do take i!l, 
Let a man do what ere he wi'l- 
But evermore the better ſort 


Turn all to railery and ſport. 


But for one, of the ſtate he is. 

To let ſucha poor thing as thts 
(>carcely the ſhadow of a wrong) 

Lye feſtering in his heart ſo long, 

And to this damrable degree 

To wreak his Anger as you ſce, 

In my poor judgment iSa part 

So much below the generous keart 

Not only of a God to do, 

And of all Gods the Sowverargn too : 

But even of a Gentleman, 

A civil, and a well-bred man : 

For if ſuch honeſt Liberties, 

Such paſtimes, and fuch tricks as theſe 
Muſt baniſhe be from merry meetings 3 
I fain would know what at ſuch fittings 
There will be left to do, bur fill 


One's Guts like bruits, to munch and (:vi!l, 
W!:: 


:22C11] 
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I4 The Scoffer Scokt. 


Which 1s unfit (if I am able 
To judge) of any civil Table. 
I did not then, I ſwear, imagine 
He would have taken't in ſuch dudgpin ; 
It Or that hee'd had ſo little wit, 
If As the next day tothink of it; 
Much leſs he would have been ſo canker'd, 
So falſe a Brother of the Tankerd, 


As to have plagu'd me in this ſort 

For what I only did in ſport. 

What ? if in play, I made one Meſs 
Than others ſomething worſe and leſs, 
Andoffer'd 'um to his refuſing, 

Only to try his wit in chooſing —- 
Was that ſo hainous an offence, 


'Y He muſt bear malice ever ſince, 

By And nouriſh ſuch a damn'd malignity, 
As if the uttermoſt indignity, 

Both to his Perſon, and his Crows, 

I offer'd had that e*re was known ? 


But come now, at the worſt let's take it, 
And muk't a ill, as ill can make it ; 


4 : Eyppoſe 
b þ LE 


The Scoffer Scoft. "0 
Suppoſe then, more than tho' did'ſt art firſt, 
Not only that his ſhare was worſt ; 


Bur chat hee'd had no part atall ; 
Muſt he for this makeall this brawl, 


And muſt he(as th' old ſaying is) 
For ſuch a trivial toy as this 
A thing indeed not worth a feather) 
Shuffle both Heav'n and Earth together ; 
And of one meal for the great .oſles, 
Of nothing talk but Stocks, and Croſſes, 
Wracks, Gtbbers, and theſe new devices 
Of Vultures, Rocks, and Precipices / 
Let him take heed, when this is bruired, 
That this proceeding been't imputed 
Toan unworthineſs of Spirit : 
I promiſe you I greatly fear it. 
For a great thing, I fain would knorv, 
What would this Thunlerer ſtick to do, 
Who makes this ſtrange unheard of clutter 
For looſing of his bread and butter ? 
How many m2» would ſcorn this odd, 
This ſtrange proceeding of a God ! 
4 Does 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


Does any Hiſtory relate, 

That ever man of any ſtate , 

So greedy was,or paſſionate, 

To make, or put his Cook away 
For licking of his fingers pray ? 
Or if a Trype, or ſo, he rifles, 
One ne're regards ſuch petty Trifles ; 
Or if one do chaſtiſe him for it, 
'Tis onl y with a kick, or whirret : 
But for ſo ſira!l a Peccadil 
To ſend a man up Holborn-hill : 
Anad is of an odious dye, 

And an unheard of cruelty ! 

Thus much to ſay, I've tane occaſion, 
To th' firſt point of my accuſation ; 
Wherein fo pitifu]'s the matter 
hich does my innocence beſpatter , 
That (though I do not often uſe it) 

T a'moſt bluſl*t but to excuſe ir - 
They then may ſure hluſh well enough 
W ho charge me with ſuch wretched [tuff 


Lets now torke next Charge proceed, 


nl 


The Scoffer Dcoft.Z 
And that's a bainous one indeed, -... v | + 
The Making man; wherein I am: © © 

To ſeek 'gainſt what you would declaiw : ' 
Whether the thing a Crime you call 


Conſift in making man at all ; 
Or that it only is the faſhion 


That wants your worſhips a eprobetion ? 
But wee'l examine both, that's fair 0) 


And to the farſt I do declare, 

The Gods ſo far from looſingare, 

Any thing by this new Creation, 

That (if they would be folks of faſhion, 
And withtheir Neighbours would be quiet) 
They'r infinitely gainers by it. 

And (though they will be ſo outrageous) 
For them *eis mach more advantageous, 
That there be wen, though they be evil, 
Deform'd, and wicked as the Devil, 

And goad, or bad, or l»w, or tall, 

Then that there ſhould be none at all, 
And (back into paſt time to go) 


In the beginning you muſt know, 
B 4 The 


G's 


*  TheScoffer Scot. 
The world, which now no Tenants wants, ] 
Save Gods, had no Inhabitants. 
At which good time the Earch (alaſs!) 
Naught but a vaſt wild Deſart was, 
All over grown with Trees, and Euſhes, 
Manſions for Black-birds, Jayes, and Thruſhes, 
Where there nor riding was, nor wa'king, 
Good ſtore of Game, but no good Hawking, 
Where Herds of Deer did graze, and fil! 'um, 

\ But no body to hunt and kill *um. 

For, whence (Sir Merry) by your leave, 

Do you in your wiſe head conceive, 

Come all thoſe goodly well-till'd fields, 

That ſo good Wheat and Barley yield ; 
Whence theſe fine Gardens with their flowers, 
Theſe Temples with their ſtately Towers, 

Of Altars all this mighty ſtore, 


And Statues which the world adore, 
And ſeveral things that I could mention; 
But from man's labour, and invention. 


Therefore as I who from a Groom 
Vo bigger then a Millers Thumb, 


The Scoffer Scoft. 
Have ſtill been taking daily pains, 
And cudgelling about my br tins 

Tofind inventions out that ſhou'd 
Conduce unto the publick good, 
Was muſing after my old rate, 

And meditating this and that, 

An old Diogenes in Tub-like 

For ſomething uſeful to the publick : 


As Paets ſing, without delay 

1 rook ſome water, and ſome clay, 

And tempring them together * thus, * S—_ 
E'en made a Man like one of us, and hi 
Wherein Minerva was an Aareſs, " 
(V'le not conceal wy Benefadrefs) 

And this is all, as 1 aw civil, 

That [ commirced have of Evil, 

A mighty matter (without doubt) 


For Fove £0 keep this ſtir about ! 
But what complain the Gods of trow ? 

What is it that offend them Co ! 

Do not wy Creatwres them adore ? - 
Are they lf, Cods now, than before 


The Scoſfer Scoft. 
I undertook this Puppers trade, 
And Male and Female Babies made ? 

For but to ſee how Fupiter 
Does fret, and fame, and ſtamp, and ſtare, 
Threaten, and huff, and ſwear, and ſwagger, 
And clap his hand on dudgeon Dagger, 
A man would think that he had loſt 
The half of his Eſtate almoſt, 
At leaſt his Grand-fathers Seal'd-ring, 
' Or ſome moſt dear beloved thing. 

What ? is his Majeſty afraid 

Thoſe dapper fellows I have made, 

Againſt his power ſhould rant and roar, 

As did the Gyants heretofore !. . 

Or if they ſhould turn Mwtineers, 

(Which yet they dare not for their ears) 

Ts he who could the Sons of Titas 

(For all their hufing) make be 

Much more reduce them all to reaſon, 

Grown feebler now, then at that ſeaſon ? 

The Gods then by my fine device 

"ulain no kind of prejudice. 


"um, 


<< A -—- = > 7” Bro = KH >. = - 
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The Scoffer Scoft. 


But to ſhew forth, and make it plain 
That they by wy invention gain, 

Do but behold the Earth, which was 
Informer dayesa karren place, 


With Thorns and Brambles over-ſpread : 
But now improv'd, and husbanded, . 
Afording things innumerable 

To cloth mans back, and ſtore his Table. 
For of it ſelf it nought produces 

But Crabs, and Fruits of ſower Juyces, 
Nay, ev'n the Sea is, in ſome faſhion, 
Appeas'd, and tam'd by Navigation. 

The Iſlands are inhabited, 

The Worlds round face with C ties ſpread, 
Where men do Sacrifice, and pray 

On wany a merry 1oly-day. 

Wn ſhort (as the ſnall Poet ſayes) 

emples, Towns, Streets, nay the High-wayes, . 
As oft as people travel there) 


\re a'l brim-fu'l of Tapitcr, 


Again, if one co: dmake a ſtory, 


bat I kaQ aim 4 art my Onnmpiory 
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In doing this, it ſomething were ; 
But it does contrary appear : 
For *mongſt ſo many Fanes that riſe 
To ſuch a Crew of Dettres, 

Of any one did'ſt hear't related 

Unto Prometbeus dedicated ? 

Which does ſufficiently declare, 

That I my-one particular 

Honour,and Intereſt have negleaed, 
And but the Publick nought reſpeQed, 
Conſider further (Mercury) | 
That what we call felicity 


Without a v1tneſs looking on, 
Can be bur an 1imperfe&@ one, 
And that if Mortals there were none 


To ſee this great Creation, 

The World would bc but a dead Maſs, 

And our advantages much leſs 

(Though the ſtrange Fabrick well require it) 
In having no one to admire ir. 

Again, as things to us are known 

Burt only by Compariſon , ' 
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So if unhappy men were none, 
Ouc happineſs would be unknown; 
And for ſuch benefits as theſe, 

In ſtead of giving me large Fees, 
At leaſt great honour for reward, 
You crucifie me, which goes hard, 
That ſmart unto wy feeling Sence 
Muſt be my Vertues recompence. 
But what ! there are Adulcerers, 
Murtherers, Robbers, Raviſhers, 

Ferhaps you'l argue amongſt men : 

Why, if thereare, I pray whac then ? 

Are there not amongſt vs the ſame, 

As void of honeſty and ſhame; 

And yet for this we d n't condemn 

The Heav'n and Earth that nouriſh'c them, 
But you will adde perhaps this more, 
That we've more trouble than before, 
And are put to't to find ſupplics 

For many more neceſſities : 

Whoever heard, I know would fain, 

A Shepheard of his Flock complain 
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For fruitfulneſs, though they ean'd double, 

Becauſe they help'c hini to more trouble ? 

If painful 'ris, *tis profitable, 

Nay pleaſant too, and honorable ; 

And this advantage brings with't r00, 

Ic finds us ſomething ſtill todo; 

Whereas we otherwiſe ſhould go 

With hands in pockets every day, 

And nothing have to do but play ; 

Or ſwill and guttle every day 

With Near and Ambroſia. 

But that at which moſt vext I ain, 

Is to hear thoſe the moſt exclaim 

Of men, who leaſt can be without 'um, ) 
And if they women meet do rout *um, 

For the fine knacks they wear about 'um. 
And, though they keep this mighty puther, 
Do love them more than any other. 

Nay, and each day to thouſand ſhapes 
Transform themſelves to a their Rapes, 
And not contented (as they ſay) 
To #«ke 4 ſnatch, and ſo away : 


Bur 
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But that they may ſtick longer wt, 
Ev'n make them: Goddeſſes to boot. 

But ſome way ſay, thar I had reaſon, 
And that Mer-making was no treaſon, 
Only it ſhould not have been thus, 

To make him like toone of ws. 

And could I in ingenuous- Nodale 
Have choſen out a fitter Model 
Whereby my art might be expreſt, 
Than what I knew was perfeGteſt ? 
Had I begun wy making Trade 

With four-legg'd Beaſts,and Brutes had made, 
Perhaps it would have been no fin, 

And I no Criminal had bhcen : 

But from ſuch Greatares of meer ſence, 
Devoid of all intelligence, 

With faces prone, and looks dejected, 
What ſervice could you have expeced ? 
The Gods had been withour diſpute 
Moſt rarely worſhip'c by a Brute : 

A great Bal would have been, I fear, 
But an obſtreperous worſhipper, 


The Scoffer Scoft. 
And bellowing Prayers I'me afraid, 
Great Fupiter would have diſmaid, ) 
An 4ſs, or Horſe, in ſenſleſs wiſe 
Would bray, or whinay Liturgies | 
To hear (Sir Merc'ry) it would fear yee, 
A Wolf bawl out a miſerere, 

And t'hear a Lyon, worſe than that; 
Roaring out a Magmificar, 

Come, come (»y Mafters) ſay I muſt, 
That you are horribly unjuſt. 

You ſtick not far as egypt rome 
Only to ſnuff a Hecetomeb, 

And him the cauſe, your malice dooms 
You Alters have and Hecatombs. 

But come enough of this! Let's on 

To my laſt Accuſation ; 

The ſtealing fire : and firſt have I 

Impoveriſh't any Dezty 

By having given it to men ? 

Or have you now leſs fire, than when 

T had therewith inſpired no Creature ? 

And is it not the proper nature 
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Of that warm Element to dart 
Tt's rayes and heat ro every part, 
Ard yet ſtil] to continne fire, 
Keeping 1ts vertue {till entire ? 
Then what a vain ObjeGion's this; 
A poor fetch, anda meer Caprice, 
Below, and unbefitcingall 
The Poets Benefadors call ! 
Beſides, had I purloyned, even 
To the laſt ſpark of fire in Heav'n, 
T had not wrong'd the Gods a bit : | 
They boyl no Pot, nor turn no Spit 3 
For your Ambroſia does not need 
To be or haſh't, or fricaſſeed. 
A Cook may there forget his Trade, 
Where nor Pottage, nor O/i4's made: 
Whereas poor men, contrary wiſe, 
ant it for their neceſſities, 
If for no other uſe at all 
But t'Sacrifice to you withal. 


Do you not love to ſwell the Roaſt 


SOf a good Ramnnſh Holocauſt ? 
C 
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Sothat *cis plain (for all pretences) 
You ſpeak againſt your Conſciences. 
I wonder (hang me if I don't) 
Since this 1s ſuch a great affront, 
And of your fire fince y'are ſo wary 3 
You han*t forbid Don Luminary 
T'impart his Light, whichis, I'me ſure, 
A fire more glorious, and more pure, 
And that t'orethrow the uſe of Dial, 
You donot bring him to his Trial * 
For having thus, without all meaſure, 


' Profuſely ſquander'd out your Treaſure, 


And like a treacherous. Truſt-breaker, 
Lewdly embezzel'd your Exchequer. 
This is ( you pair of Fove's Bumbayliffs, 
Or Hangmen rather) ſum totalis 
Of what I'de for my ſelf to ſay : 
If you confute me can, you may : 
But (for I ever lov'd plain dealing) 
(O eMercary, thou God ſtealing) 

" Totell thee the plain truth o'th' ſtory, 
*Tis paſt, I doubt, thy Oratory : 
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Fut do me right, pledge and 'twere water, 

Reply although not much to th* matter, 
eMexc. It is not eafie (I confeſs) 

To baffle ſuch a p'ate of braſs ; 

For in my dayes I ne're did hear 

© impudent a Sophiſter. 

And well's thee Fwprter's not near thee, 

Who, had he chanc't to over-hear thee, 

I confidently do afure thee 

Thou wou.d'{t have ſo provok't his fury, 

By ſlandring him under pretence 

Of pleading in thy own defence, 

So vilely (landring him; that he 

For ſuch a grand indignity, 

Would in his indignation, 

Have ſent thee down, inſtead of one, 

A dozen Vultures of a feather 

To prey upon thy Lungs together, 

But tell me why thou being a Prophet, 

(For ſurely thou knew'ſt nothing of it) 

Had'ſt not the knowledge to foreſec 
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The evil was to fall on thee ? 
E 2 P roried 0 
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Promet. Oh (Mercury) hold thee content: 
One may foreſee, but not prevent. | 
I did foreſee it well enoughz = 
Of which to g;ve thee further proof, 
Know that I likewiſe did foreſee 
*Hercults. A * Theban ſhould deliver me, 
One of thy old acquaintance, and 
A proper fellow of his hand, 
Who witha luſty Bolt and Tiller 


Will come and be my Vultures killer. 
Merc, I wiſh he were already come, # 


And that in Fove's great dining Room, 

We were with each onea good thwi:tie 

Again ſet down to ſwill, and vitt'e, E 
Provided (Signior) do you ſte, | 


That you ſhould not the Carver be, 
Eſpecia!ly (my Friend) for me. 

Promet, Why thou wilt ſee me there again, 
Marry, I cannot juſt ſay when: 
But will te. 1 thee 'twixt us co, 
I ſhall ſo rare a ſervice do 


For Fwpiter, that for wy labour 
He 
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He will reſtore me to his favour. 
Merc. What ſervice is it that ſo great is ? 
Pro. Thou know'ſt a Laſs call'd Madam Thetw, 


A pretty little wanton Drs : 

But I aſecret will not blab 

That 1s to purchaſe and advance 

My peace and my deliverance, 

Merc. If it be ſo, thou do'ſt full well, 

Yea, and full wiſely not to tel! : 

But F'zlcan come, we muſt away, 

g For yonder is the Bi:d of prey, 

I ſee him in a Kill-awck place, 

Ready to wake a ſtoop ; alaſs: 

Beware thy Liver now, I'me ſorry 
Promethews) very ſorry for yee, 
\nd wiſh thy Liberator were 

\s ready, as the danger's near. 


THE 
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BIAL OG.U E: SS. 
OF THE 
GODS. 
Prometheus and Jupiter. 


Pre. ()* » Fupater | T'me glad to ſee thee; 
And now th art here, take pity prethee 

Upon a poor old Cinque and © water, 

Has paid for playing the Creator, 

In truth I've ſuffer'd out of reaſon, 

And eke withal ſo long a ſeaſon, 

That if thou would'ſt be good condition'd, 

Thou'dſt think that 1t were e'en ſufficient 

For a far greater Fault than mine is, 

And to my torments put a Fins. 

Never was Map tormented thus ! 


Hang me if this ſame Cancaſres 


Te 
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Be not the coldeſt Habitation | 
I think inall the whole Creation ; 
And 'twixt the Vulture, and the weather, 
The Cold, the Kite, or both rogether ; 
Although I'do nat eat a jot, 
(Saving thy-preſence) I have got 
So damn'd a griping in my Guts, 
That, as I de ſurfeited of Nuts, 
I've thirty ſtools a day at leaſt ; 


Then prethee let me be releaſt, 
For I have purg'd ſo wondrous ſore, 
That truly I can do no more. 
Jupit. Who, I releaſe thee, that's a good one ! 
Releaſe a-Ropue, releaſe a pudden, 
I would thou could'ſt pertwade me to it : 
For what I prechee ſhould | do it? 
For which of the fine prancks that plaid ? 


The pretty Fellows thou haſt made, 
Have caus'd ſuch miſchief *mongſt the Goas, 
That we &'re fince have been at odds, 
Or, for thy filching fire from Heaven 


Toaniwate the uncouth Leaven ; 
C 4 Or, 
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Or, which of Crimes is not the leaſt, 
Cheating thy Maſter at a Feaſt. 

When, like a ſawcy il}-bred waiter, 
Thou for thy ſelf the fleſh could'ſt Cater, 
And trayt'rouſly, and for the nones, 
Mad'ſt me thy Dogg to pick thy Bones ? 
For which, Sir Sawce-box, doſt thou ſee, 
Since thou'lt make Men, I'le unmake thee, 
And I have hung your Worfhip there 
In this convenient nipping Air, 

As I conceiy'd it did require 

To cool thee after ſtealing fire : 

And as to thoſe thy Belly-gripes, 

Know Rogue wy Vulture loves fat Tripes, 
And I will feed him upon thine, | 
Becauſe thou once defeared'ſt mine. 

Promet, But for theſe faults, and for a ſcore 
Greater than theſe, nay twenty more, 
Have I not ſuffer'd full enough ? 

For though my Hide be well and tough, 

Thou know'ſt it is not made of Buff, 

And neither Froſt, nor I'ulture proof. | 
| | | Feſccs 
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Beſides this Yalture,by this light, 

Is the plain Devil of a Kite : 

His hooked black deformed beak 

I think through eMars his ſhield would peck 
His feet, wherewith my ſides he tickles, 
Have Talons more like Scyths than Sickles 3 
When he's in's p/ace high in the Air, 

He ſeems as bigg as Cofſivare, 

Where ſometime lying on his wings, 

After a few preparing rings, 

He makes his ſtoop, and down he comes, 
(Whilſt fear my very heart benums) 

With ſuch a whiriwind and a powder, 
That though thy Thunder may be lowder, 
Thy Lightning is not half ſoquick; 

Nor does it make cne half ſo ſick, 


4 


And gives wy Liver ſucha thump, 
That the blow ecchoes at my rump. 
Then faſtningin my Ribs his pounces, 
He tears my S omach out by ounces ; 
Preys on my Liver, L ights, and Lungs, 
An inmy Paunch his beak bedungs, 


The Scoffer Scot. 


So that but even Yeſternight, 

Coming to take his ſupping flighe, 

As in my bowels he was eugging, 

He lights upon a Maſter-pudding, 
Which as he pull'd ſtill, ſtill did follow 
So much more faſt, than he could ſwallow, 
That had I not (upon my word) 
Becauſe I know thou lov'ſt the Bird, 
With my teeth caught him by the Traz#, 
Hee'd ne*re on Carrion prey'd again, 
Therefore if all the miſeries 

I have endur'd will not ſuffice 

Yet let this one good office do't, 

And eaſe me at my humble ſuic, 
Jup.Were th'pains, whereof thou doſt complain, 
As many and as preat again: 

Yet were they not the hundred part 

Of what is juſtly thy deſert, 

Thou ſhouid'ſt by Cawcaſws, thou Scab, 
Be cruſh't as flat as Verjuyce Crab, 

And not be only ty'de unto it, 

To choak a Spar-hawk with thy Suet. 


Nay, 
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Nay, thou art ſuch a MaleſaQtor, 

And in all il!s ſo vile an Actor, 

As ſhould not only have thy Liver 
Prey'd on by twenty Kites together ; 
But yet moreover haye thine eyes 
Pick'r out to pay thy treacheries, 


Andeven thy felanious heart, 
Had'ſt thou but half of thy deſert. 
Pro. Well, thou may*'ſ follow thine own will, 
And if thou wilt torment we ſtill : 
But if thou would*ſt but be contented 
To pardon me, thou'dſt ne*re repent it : 
For 1] ſhallſuch a caution pive thee, 
Will make thee glad thou did {t reprieve me. 


Jup. What ? I perceive now thou would'ſt fain 

Be looſe to gull me once again. 
Promet.Pretixe by that what ſhouid I per ? 

Can't thou Mount Cancaſ#s forget ? 
Or if there yet were no ſuch pace, 
Haſt thou nor thouſand other wayes, 
Whoſe pow*rs ſo uncontroul'd and ample, 

To wake me a molt ſad example 2 


Jupiter, 
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Jupirt. Come, come, I cannot ſtay to prattle, 
Nor hear thy idle zi1tle rattle. 
What (for no more thou no:y ſhalt dorre me) 
If I releaſe thee wilt do for me ? 
Come leave thy wheedling, and thy cogging, 
And teli me, for I muſt be jogging. 
Pro.Wilt thou not take it Fove in dudging, 
If T now tell thee where th'art trudging ; 
And wilt thou henceforth now believe me, 
And in thy heart that credit give me, 
Tf I tell tru;h unto a rtittle, 
Thai I can propheſie a littie? 
Tupit. What e'ſe? 
Promet. Why then, to cure thy itching, 
Jave, thou nov going art a bitching, 
And fo immoderate thy heat is 
As none can quench tur WVereide Thetes. 


Fupit. Well if I ſhauld play ſuch a fear, 
What [{Tue ſhall we two beger ? 

Promet. What ITue, marry out upon her! 
By notpeans meddle with that Spawyer : 


For if thou doſt, Ile tell thee what, 
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Apraceleſs Child will be begot 

Berwixt thee and that blew-ey'd Slattern, 

Wil depoſe thee as thou d1d*'lt Satury : 

At lealt ſo threat the Deſtinies : 

And therefore if thou wilt ke wiſe, 

Let her alone, and come not a: her, 

But elſewhere lead thy agg to water, 
7p. Well ſince ih'aſt hit the nayl oth head, 

[le once by thy advice be lev, 

And for thy counſels recompence, 

Falcan ſhall come and looſe thee hence. 

For al! paſtfau'ts ] quit thee clear, 
Promet, Why then 1 thank thee Jupiter, 
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Jupiter and Cupid. 
Cupta. H Fupiter, I prethee hear, 
A For thine own ſake good Fnptter, 
If I aw g4ilty of a Criwe, 
Do but forgive me this one time, 


And if Ieredo ſo apin 


Then whip me till che blood do ſpin. 
: ' What 


The Dcoffer Scoft. 
What ? will not Jove be reconci!'d, | 
But ſtill bear maliceto a Child ? 

Fopit. A Child, thou little Rakehel thou! 

A pretty Child thou art I trow ; 

Older than Jepher, little Hang ſtring, 

Though one might wear thee in his Band-ſtring. 
And then for art and ſubtilty, 

Promethers is an AC; to thee, 

Cupid. That Painters belt and Poets know , 

Who ever repreſent me ſo, 
And unto them I do refer it ; 
Who, if they are put to't, will ſwear it: 
But were I what thou'dſt have me be, 
What miſchief have I done to thee, 
That ought rengage thine indigration, 
To uſe we on this cruel faſhion ? 
Fupit.What doſt thou ask me, Nere-be-good? 
When thou haſt ſo enflam'd my blood, 
That as I Philters ſwallow*d had, 
J every day run whynnying mad, 
For every woman that I ſee ; 
And yet thou mak'(t not one love me : 
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So that each day to feed my Vices , 
I'me put to pump for new devices, 
And to put on a thouſand ſhapes, 
The better to commit my Rapes. 
Cupid. That is becauſe the woman fear thee, 
And therefore tremble to come near thee. 
Jupit. And yet the ill condition'd Teeds 
Can love forſooth the other Gods, 


Apollo he can have his Joyes 
Both with the Wenches and the Boyes. 


Cupid, The cauſe of that is quickly gueſs'r, 
He's handſome, and goes ſprucely dreſt, 
And yet for all his powder'd locks, 
His Songs and Sonnets, with a Pox, 
And that he goes ſo fine and trim, 
Daphne could never fancy him : 
Nor could he e're her liking move, 
So abſolutely free is Love. 
But would'ſt thou ſpend each day and hour 
In dreſſing, and not look fo ſowre, 
Which (in plain truth )does mainly fright *um, 
I make no queſtion but thou'dſt ſmite 'um. 
Bur 
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But then it will be requiſite, 
If thou wilt turn a Carpet Knight, | 
To lay thoſe by all women dread, 
Thy Thunder and thy Gorgons-head. 
Fwp. What Rogue ! would ſt haveme to lay by NY * 
The Enſigns of wy Dezty : 
That's pleaſant counſel, faith, but yet 
I think I ſhall not follow it : 
No firrab, I ſhall more prefer 
The Dignity of Fapiter: 
Gwpid, Then thou muſt women let alone. 
Jupit. No, I ſhall wench till ten co one. 
And yet (for all thy haſte) notbate 
One inch or tittle of my ſtate. 
Howe're, ſince thou ſo well haſt prated, 
My anger is for once abated, 
And 1 forgivethee all old grutches. 
Cupid, I'me glad I'me got out of his clutches, 


DIALOGUE: 
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Mercury and Jupiter. 
Jopit, ID: thou know [6, e Mercnry ? 
Merc. [o! yes ſurely, letme ſee, 
Oh, Inachws his pretty Daughter ! (her; 
7#p.The ſame,thou know'ſt T long have ſought 


And now at laſt that I have caught her 
Do'ſt think but Junomy curſt Froe, 


Has turn'd the Gz/l into a Cow, 
Our of pure Jeaiouſie to cheat me, 


And of wy pleaſure to defeat me, 

And has deliver'd her to keep 

T'a Monſter that does never ſleep ; 

But having eyes 1n every place, 

Even in his arſe, as well as face, 

A hundred ſpread all o're his parts, 

Both where he ſpeaks, aad where he farts ; 
Whilſt ſome of them a nap do take, 
Others are evermore awake : 
So that unlz(s I had a ſpe!! 
To Bull my Cow inviſible, 
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I ne're can think to take him napping, 
And from his ſight there*s no eſcaping: 


Bur thou I know a way canſt tell 
Torid me of this Centinel ; 


Thou wit and courage haſt enough; {| 
+ Prethee now put them both to proot : 


Go then tothe Newean Grove, 
Where the foul Monſter guards my love, 


And for my ſake take ſo much pains, 


As fairly to knock out his brains. 
When having batter'd his thick sku!l, 
To egypt drive my lovely Mul, 
Where they ſhall pay her Sacrifices 
Under th'adored name of 17s, 
There ſheſhall ſway the winds and waves, 
And be the © ucen of Galey-ſlaves. 
Merc, I go, and if I find him once, 
Withwy Battoon I'le bang his ſconce 
So pretty well, as ſhall ſuffice 
To put out all his hundred eyes, 


DIALOGUE, 
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Fapiter and Genimede. ut 


Ome kiſs we pretty little ſtranger, 


Fup. 


Now that we are pot clear from dan- 


_ And that to pleaſe my pretty Boy, (ger. 
Pye laid my Beat and Talons by; 
Ganim. What are become of them I troy , 
Thou had'ſt them on but cven now. 
Did'ſt thou not come where I did keep, 
Thinking no harm, my Fathers Sheep, 
In Eagles ſhape, and with a ſwoop, 
Like a ſmall Chicken, truſs me up. 
Andart thou now turn'd Man ? this change 
Is very wonderfully ſtrange, 
Sure thou art one of thoſe ſame folk-as 
I've heard 'um call a Hocws-pocws. 
Jupit. No, my weet Boy, thou tell'ſt a flaw, 
Nor Eagle I , nor Fuzler am: 
But Soveraign of the Gods, who have 
Transform'd my ſelf (my pretty Knave) 
Jnto thefe Man and Eayles ſhapes, 


To ſnap mv little Jack-4napes. 
D 2 Ganimh, 
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Garnm, Sure thou art our God Pax, and yet 

Thou haft no horns, rior cloven feet ; 

Nor yeta Pipe that I do ſee, 

The marks of that great Derty. 
Fopit,.Know'ſt thou no other Gods but he? 
Ganim. No, but to him I know, that we 


Ev*ry year Sacrifice a Goat 
Before the Entry of his Grot : 
And as for thee (although wich trembling) 
I cell thee plain, without diſſembling, 
I judge thee for to be no better, 
Than that bad thing ſome call a Sezzer, 
Others a Spzrit, that doth lye 
In wait to catchup Infantry, 
Who give them plums, and fine tales tell 'um , 
.To ſteal chem firſt and afrer ſe!] 'um. 
Fup. But heark thee Child ! did'ſt never heat 
Of a great God call'd Jupiter ? 
Did'ſt never ſee upon a'high-day 
An Altardreſt upon Mownt Ida, 
Where folks come crowding far and near 
To offer to the Thunderer ? 


Ganim. 
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Ganim.What arc thou be that makes the rattle 
I*eh' air which frights both Men and Cattle, 
Sowers all the Milk, and dathſo clatter, 

Both above ground, and under water, 


That men not dare to ſhew their heads, 
Nor Eeles lye quiet in their beds ? 
If thou be that ſame Fupiter , 
To thee my Father every Year 
Does Sacrifice a Twp, a good one : 
Then] peak in truth, and conſcience, would one 
Be ſo ungrateful a Curmuagel, 
To ſteal away his Age's Cudgel ? 
Beſides, what have I done, I pray, 
Should make thee Spirit me away ? 
Who knows but now, whilſt I'me in Heaven, 
My flock being left at Six and Seaver, 
The Wolf's amongſt them breaking's fiſt ; 
Nay perhaps worry'ng up the laſt. 
Fupit. Why let the Wolf een p'ay the Gintton 
Tis but alittle rottez mutton, 
Fie what a whimpTing do'ſt thou keep, 
For a few mangy lov/ſie Sheep. 
D 2 Thwu 
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Thou muſt forget ſuch things (my Lad) 
Why thou art now immortal made, 
Fellow t'th* Gods, and therefore now 
Muſt think no more of things below. 

Ganim. What then I warrant, Jupiter, 
Thou doſt intend to keep me here, 
And wilt notdeign to make a ſtoop 
To ſet me where thou took'ſt me up ? 

Fepir. I think T ſhall not (my ſmall friend) 
For if I do[T looſe my end, 
And all that I by that ſhould gain 
Would be my labour for my pain. 

Ganim. ] but my Sire will angry be, 
yo angry when he miſſes me, 
That he will ſoundly firk my dock 
For thus abandoning his flock. 

Tupit, For that (my pretty Boy) ne're fear ; 
For thou ſhalt alwayes tarry here. | 

Ganim, Na y but [ wonnot, ſo I wonnot, 
Nor you ſhan't keep me, 10 you (bannet, 
Sprite of your Noſe, and will-ye, will-ye 2 
] wi'l go home again, that will I: 


But 
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But if thou would'ſt ſo far befriend me, 
As ſet me down where thou did'ſt find me, 
Tle facrifice (I do not mock) 
To thee the faireſt Twp i'th* flock. 

Jupit. Thou'rt ſimple and a Child indeed, 
To think that I ſuch Offrings need ! 
Twp metton's t'me the worſt of meat, 
And thou too muſt ſuch things forget ; 
Thou'rt now in Heawvn fit to do 
Thy Father Good and Country too : 
Nor need'ſt thou now his anger fear, 
His arm's too ſhort to reach thee here ; 
Nor ſhalt thou henceforth dread the Rod, 
Thou no more Boy art but a God. 
Far better fare thou ſhalt find here, 


Than that ſame ſower-ſawc't whipping Chear : 


Far better here thou ſhalt be fed, 
Than with hard cruſts of dry brown-bread, 


Sowre milk, ſalt butter, and hard cheeſe : 
No, thou ſhalt feed, inſtead of theſe, 

Or your ſlip-ſlap of Curdsand Whey, 

On Nefar and Ambroſia. 


D4 And 
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And if thou'lt doas thou ſhould*'ſt do, 
Shalr ſee thy Conſtellation too, 
Shine brighter, and in higher place 


Than all the reſt the Sky that grace, 

Ganim. T, but when I'vea mind to play, 
What play: fellows are here 1 pray ? 

For every day (excepting Friday) 
I'de play-fellows ding-dong on Ida. 

Fupit. Why Cupid ſhall attend thy call, 
To play at Ct, at Trap, or Bafl, 
Duſt-point, Span-counter, Skittle-pins, 
And thou no more ſhall play for pins : 
But have a care, thelictle Guts 
Will be too hard for thee at Butts. 
Thou'ſt have thy belly full of ſport, 

I give thee here my promiſe for't, 
And brave ſport too, but then (I trow) 
Thon muſt forget the things below, 

Ganim, Well, but thou hait not told me yet 
What I muſt do to eam my meat ? 

Haſt thou here any flocks of Sheep 
To ſend me out a dayes to keep ? 


Fapit. 
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Fopit. No, thou a life ſhalt have mnnich fairer, 
Thou to the Gods fha't be Cup:bearer, 
And pureſt Near to them fill 
Whilſt at their werry- Feaſts they ſill. 

Ganim. 1s that ſame Ne@ar, whichthey drink, 
Better than Ked-Cows-milk Joſt think ? | 
7up.Thou'dſt ne*re drink other whilſt life laſted 
Hadſt thou but once that 1iquoc taſted. 

Ganim. But then where muſt I lye anights ? 
For I am monſtrous fraid of Sprites ; 
T hope in hot, and in cold weather, 
Cupid and I muſt lye together, 

\ Fupit. No (firrah) thou ſhalt !ye nith me 3 
For therefore did [| ſpirit thee, 

Ganim. Why art not thou, poor little one, 
Old enough yet co lye alone ? 

Jopit. Yes; but there is a certain joy 
In lying with a pretty Boy, 

Gaz. A pretty Boy ! that's better yet, 
What's Beauty when one cannot ſee't ? 
When one isfaſt aſleep (I wis) 
One little cares for prettineſs, 


Tupit _ 
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Fop. That's true, but dreans proceed from it, 
Which are ſo tickling, and ſo ſweer. 
Ges, But when I pig'd with mine own Dad, 
I us'd tomake him hopping mad, 
Who as he lay abed would grumble, 
That I did nought but toſs and tumble, 
Talk inmy ſleep, and pant,and kick 
His fides and paunch fo bard and thick, 
He could not ſleep one wink all night : 
For which, ſo ſoon as e're *twas light, 
He pack't me tomy Mother duly. 
Seeing then in Bed I'me ſo unruly, 
If thou did'ſt only bring me hither 
That thou and I might lye together, 
Thou may'ſt e'en ſet me dowa again ; 
For I ſhall certain be thy bain, 
Jupit. Why kick thy worſt, my little Br, | 
1 like thee ne're the worſe for that : 
[Tis better far than lying ſtill, 
Fut I can kiſs thee there my fill. 
Ganim, Why, each one as he likes (you know) 
£2 u9'th' good man when he kiſs t bis Gow ; 


You 
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You may do what you will, but I 
Shall leep the while moſt certainly. 
Fup. Well, well ! for that as time ſhall try : 
In the mean time, you Mercory, 
Here take and make my pretty Page 
Drink the immortal Beverage, 
That after I may him prefer 
Tobe my chiefeſt Cup-bearer : 
But e're to wait you bring him up, 
Firſt teach him to preſent the Cup. 


DIALOGUT 


Funoand Jupiter. 


Jun. Hy what a ſtrange life doſt thou lead ! 
Since thou haſt got this Ganimeae. 
I, who have been thy faithful wife 
Can't get a kiſs to ſave my life ; 
But thou do'ſt look fo ſtrangely on me, 
As if till now thou ne're had'ſt known me. 
Jupit, What will not wife thy jealous pate, 


To vex thy ſelf and me, create ? 
Was 
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Was ſuch a Jealouſie e're known, 
To that degree of frenſie grown, 
As to run ſuppoſition mad 
Of a poor ſimple harmleſs Lad ! 
I thought none but the female kind 
Could raiſe ſuch whimſies in thy mind, 
F#xo.Nay (faith) thou'rt ex'lentat both trades, 
Both at thine Ingles, and thy Fades. 
Andall my chiding's to noend ; 
I think #how. art foo old to mend : 
Elſe, wavger thy bad inclination, 
Thou'dſt tender more thy Reputation. 
Do'ſt fit the King of Gods I pray, 
To Maſqueraae it every day, 


And to transform himſelf one while 
To Gola, a Virgin to beguile, 
Another while into a Bufl, 
To make another e Mazid a Trull, 
And then into a Sway, to try 
The treading way of Letchery ; 
An1 to put on all theſe ſtrange ſhapes 
In arder to adult'roq Rapes 2? ; 
| And 
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And ye for all thy pranckson Earth 


(Unfirting far thy place and birth) 
Thou hitherto haſt ever yet 

Had either fo much Grace, or Wit, 
Manners, or Shame, or altogether, 
As not to bring thy Trol/ops hither, 
As thou haſt done this Dandiprar, 
For all the Gods to titter at, 

And all under pretence the Youth 
Muſt be your Cup-beerer forſooth : 
As all the Gods inhabit here, 
Unworthy of che Office were, 

As if ny daughter Hebe was ; 

Or Vulcan weary of the piace ; 

Or any of the Gods indeed, 

Might not perform it for « need. 


And then, "which more does vex me ſtill, 


He never does the Goble: fil, 
And ready with ic waiting ſtand, 
But ere thou'tak'ſt it at his hand, 
Thou fall'ſt a kiſfing him 'fore all 
The Gods in the-Olympick Italts 


V hich 
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Which thou do#ſt roo with ſo much paſſion, 
And after ſuch immodeſt faſhion; | 
That the Boyes kiſſes one would think, | 
Were ſweeter chan the Heev'nly drink. 
Nay, thou full oft for drink doſt call, | 
When theaſt no liſt to drink at all, 

No more than thou haſt need to piſs : 
Only a meer pretence to kiſs. | 


Somimes thou mak'ſt him dripk to thee, 

A kind of ſlav'ring Letchery, | 
Of which the meaning's only this, 
To place thy mouth where he did his, | 
Which raviſhes thee, whilſt thou think'ft, 
Thou kiſſeſt all the while thou drink*(t. * 
'Twas a fine ſight laſt day to ſee 

Thy little Catamite, and thee 
Playingat N3ne-peggs with ſuch hear, | 
That mighty Jupiter did ſeat | 
In Bxerpo, to th' beholders wonder g | 


Deveſted of his Shie/d and Thunder. | 
T both know alt thy pranks and thee, 
- Think not to make a fool of me. 


Fupit. || 
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Jap. Heb!whirre!I think our Dawe's grown wild; 

What harm's in kiſſing a fine Child ; 

And adding that delight to Net#ar, 

That I muſt have this Curtain-Leture ? 

If thou but taſted had'ſt the bliſſes 

Are wrapt upin his luſcious kiſſes, 

Thou would'ſt be of another mind, 

And not reproach me in this kind. 
June. thought that I ſhould trap thee ſoon, | 

Now thou ſpgeak'ſt perfe& Bougeroon, 

I ſhould have little wie (I trow) 

And very little vertue too, | [ 

Shou'd [ defale my lips ſo much, 

As ſuch an W{rchix once to touch, ihe. 
Jupit. That Hrchiz thou doſt fo deſpiſe, , 

And ſpeak'*ſt of in ſuch taunting wiſe, 

Pleaſes me more (my haughty Dame) 

Than ſome Body I will not name. , 

Urge me not to'r, thou wert not beſt, 

And ceaſe my pleaſure to conteſt, 
Juno, Not I, [ſhall not be fo raſh: 

No prethee marry thy Baraach, 


To 
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To ſpice me worſe : Go hug thy Chit : 
But yer withal do not forget 

How thou doſt we me on the ſcore 

Of this thy little fripling whore. 

Jupit.l know what 'tis;thou'dſt have thy Gripple 
Wait here, and fill me our my Tipple, 
When he comes withhis dirty Golls 
From raking up his ſmutty coals, 
Sweating and ſtinking from his 'Forge, 
Enough to make ane to clifgorge, 


And in this cleanly plight, I know 
Thou fain would'ſt have me kiſs him too : 
Even when he doth fo naſty ſeem 

' That thou his Mother keck'ſt athim. 

It would be wiſely done (no doubt) 

For ſucha foul unſeemly Loue 

To put away my Gazimede, 

So ſweet a Boy, fo finely bred, 

And (which thy mind does more moleſt 


Whoſe every delicious kiſs, 


| 
] 
A hundred times than all the reſt ) | 
I 
Is ſweeter far than Near ts. r 
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Faro, T, I, wy Son thou doſt abhor, 
Now thou haſt this trim Serwitor ? 

But eill thou had'ſt t |-i« Skip- Teck got, 
With Yulean thou did*ſt find no fault. 
And all his collow, and his ſoor, 

His dirt, and \ weat, and ſtink to boot, 
Not hindred, but thou took'ſt delight 
Both in his ſervice, and his ſight. 

Fupir. Thou dreadful ſcold, thy dis ſurceaſe; 
And (if thou can'(:) once hold thy peace. 
Thy Jealoufie does but improve 
My indignation, and my Love. 

Let Vulcan ſerve thee as he did; 

If thou diſlikeſt Ganimed : 

But hang me if Idrink a ſup; 

Unleſs my Boy preſent the Cup. 

Nay, at each draught; [le tell thee more, 
Hee'ſt give me kiſſes half a ſcore, 
Come,come; my pretty Favourite, 

Do not thou whichper for her ſpite. 

Let who dares vex my Boy, thou'lt ſee, 


Fe order *ums 1 warrant thee. KEE 
FE DIA- 
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DIALOGUE 
Juno and Fapiter. 


Fane. Ow Fupiter that none is near us 
To hearken, or to over-hear us ; 
Tell me, I prethee, and be clear, 
What think'ſt thou of this Ixioz here ? 
Topr. Why,1 think {xox (wife) truc-blew, 
An honeſt man as e're I knew, 
A ſturdy piece of fleſh, and proper, 
A merry Grig, and a true Toper. 
Nor had I, but I'thoughthim ſo, 
Made ſo much on himas T do ; 
Neither, but that Tunderſtood 
His Company was very good, 
Had I (be fure) been'ſo affable, 
As to admit him to 'my Table. 
Fune. Sec, ſee, how one may be deevivid! 
Tis odds | ſhall notbeibeliey'd:; 
But Ixiox is (withouroffence) 
The ſawci'ſt piece of infolence, + 
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G1 
That ever came within thy doors 
And fitter mate for Rogues and Whores 
By much, than ( Fup#zer) for thee , 
Or any of thy Family. 
Nay, fitter for his + forwer pranks, +Beemee | 
As well as theſe,the Hang-mans thanks, = - ny 


As he now handled has the matter, 

Than put his ſpoon into thy platter. 
Yet thou may'ſt entertain him ſtill 

Only ro Gourmandize and ſwill : 

But, for my part, I'le ne're endure him ; 
Nor ſhall he ſtay here I'le aſſure him. 


Fupit. What has he done to move thee thus, 
Come prethee now be ſerious, 
And tell me true, nay quickly do it ; 
For I am reſo!uteto know it? 
Funo, What has he done? why 'tis ſo wicked, 
That truly I'me aſhaw'd to ſpeak it. 
Jup. What? with ſome Goddeſs hee'd have been 
Playing belike at In «nd I», 
And would be at the Rutring ſport ? 
For ſo thy words ſeem ta import. 
E 2 Tins, 
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Fane, Well, and do'ſt thou conceive that fit, 
That thou do'ſt make ſo light of it F 
Is that no fault ; nay could he yet 
A Crime more capital commit ? 
That's it indeed, th'aſt hit upon't, 
And greater ſtill to make th* affront, 
No body elſe could ſerve the Youth, 
But even I my ſelf forſooth. 
I did not heed his love at firſt, 
Not dreaming that the Raſcal durſt 
Have aim'd at me, but at the laſt, 
Obſerving what Sheeps-eyes he caſt, 
What ſighs he fetch't, how now and then 
He wept, and ſigh't, and wept agen, 
Drank after me, and then would leer, 
And kiſs the Cup ; I then ſaw clear, 
Though ne're before I did ſuſpe& it, 
His folly was to me direced, 
Yer ſtill I thought cime would blow over 
This humor of mp ſawcy Lover, 


Wherefore {though vext) I thus long drove it, 
Aſham'd I ſwear to tell thee of it; 


'Til 
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Till now at laſt the ſawcy ſs, 
Has puton ſucha brazen face, 
As without all reſped to be 
So bold as to ſolicit me. 
Bur now to ſpeak *tis more than time, +» 
hento conceal it werea crime : 
And therefore, flying from his tears, 
And ſtopping with both hands both ears, 
From being guilcy Audicors 
Of what my Vercue ſo abhors, 
I ſtraight came running unto thee, 


Faſt as my leggs would carry me, 
To tell thee how this Goes, this Setyr, 


This Rogue, this Slave, this Formeator, hi 
Whom thou haſt entertain'd, and fed, Y 
Attempts the honor of thy Bed, 

To th'end thou may'ſt the Whelp chaſtiſe, 
In juſt and exemplary wiſe. 


Fupit. This is a daring Rogve, I ſwear, 


T'attempt to cuckold Japiter ! 
It was the Near in his pate, 


That did this inſolence create ; 
E 3 Fur 


The Stoffer Stoft. 


But I my ſelf, I muſt confeſs, 

Am cauſe of theſe miſcarriages, 

By over-loving Mortals ſo 
Extravaganily as I do, 

And by permitting them to be 
Over-familiar and too free 

With my Divinity and me ; 

He elſe had ne're attempted thee. 
Fortis no wonder when they eat 
The very ſame provoking meat, 
And liquor drink the blood that fires, 
If they have then the ſame defires, 
And quite forgetting then their duties, 
Are ſinitten with'immortal Beauties, 
Beſides thou know'ſt as wel! as 1 


So much of Cupids Tyranny, 
So great no Tyrant here above is 
Near, as that little Baſtard Love is, 
Juno, He maſter is of thee indeed, 
And thee ſtil! by the noſe does lead, 
(as the old ſaying is) and makes 
Thee play a thouſand Tenſleſs [rzaks : 
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But come, I faith, I faith, I know 
What makes thee pity Ixion ſo, 
To pardon him thou art inclin'd, 
'Cauſe he bur pays thee in thy kind: 
Time was thou his wife diſt dihonor, - - 
And gatt'ſt Pryirhviis whon her. © 
Jupir. Fie, will that never beforgot ?- 
Come I'le acquaint thee with my plot. 
It would to baniſh him appear | 
A ſentence ſomewhat too fevere; | 
His being o're headandears in love, = 
Does (I confeſs) my pity move, 
Since therefore he's ſo woe begun, 
So ſighs, and cries, and ſo takes on, 
I cell thee plain, I do proteſt, 
Things being thus, I think it beſt——— 
Fwne. What that | lye with hiw, I warrant! 
Fepit. Do'ſt think I aw a ſot ſoerrant ? ' 
No, I'me not ſo kind to him neither : 
I prethee hold thy leggs together. 
That's more than will-be well aHow'd ; 
But I will dizen hima Cloud 


E 4 So 
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So like to thee, as ſhall perſwade him, 

He has made me, what I have made him, 

And that in pure comnuſeration, 

In part to ſatisfie bis paſſion. 

Jone, Why, this will be for to reward him, 
For what thou ſhould'ſt at leaſt diſcard him. 
Jopir. But ſpeak jn pure ſincerity, _ 
What harm will this do thee, or me? 

Zune. Why he will think it me, that's flat, 
Then I ſhall paſs for I know what. | 

Fupit. No watter what's by him believ'd, 
*Tis only he will be deceiv d . 

And if a Cloud like thee I make, 
No Juno 'tis, but a miſtake, 
And he by this my pretty chear, 


| Araceof Centaurs ſhall beget, 


Juno. But if (as now adayes thou know'ſt 
Men are too apt to make their boaſt) | 
This Kogueſo ſoon as he has done, 
As they all do, ſhould ftraight-way run, 
And publiſh to the world, that he A 
Has had his filthy will of me ; | 
Pray 
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Pray after ſuch a fine Oration, 
Where then were J»70's reputation ? 
Fap. Should he do ſuch a thing as that, 
F'de teach the Reſeat bow to prate, 
And if he needs mult kiſs, and tell, 


FÞle kick him headlong into Heil, 


Where to a wheel he ſhall «< bound, 
And like a Mi{-horſe (till eurn round, 
And never havea moments reſt ; 
Nor thence ſhall ever be releaſt. 
Zune. If he do prove ſo damn'd a Dog, 
'Twill be bur Juſtice on the Rogue, 


DISA L O© UK 
Valcan and Apollo. 
Apollo £579 ſpeed, of fire thou ſooty Kring 
| I ever hear thy Anwoile ring. 
Thy ſinoak ftill mounts from eAfrrs hill ; 
I think thy Bellows ne're lze (till: 


Surely it coſts thee much in Leathers, 
For thou doſt blow and ſtrike all weathers. 


Valc. 
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Vulc. Goodden Apolle,and well met, 
Haſt ſeen the little Mere'ry yet, 
How fine a Child, how ſweet a face, 
And what a ſmiling count'nance t'has ? 
Which plainly does methink preſape, 
Something when he fhall come to age, 
That ts extraord'nary, and preat, 
Though he 15 but an Infant yer. 
Apollo. A pretty Infant queſtionleſs ! 
Old Faphets Sire in wickedneſs. 
Valc. What harm can he have done, I trow, 
That came into the world but now ? 
Apollo. Go, and ask Neptune that,I pray, 
Whoſe Trident be hath-ſtole away. 
Or Mers that queſtion can decide, 
Whoſe Sword he pilfer'd from, his ſide ; 
To whom wy ſelf Itoo could fp, 
Whoſe Bow and Shafts he did purloin. 
Pale, What ſucha nazardly Pigwipgin, 
A little Hang-ſtrings ina Bregin ? 
Away, away, Apofoflouts ! 
Whata'Filon in ſfwathing Clonts ? 
| Apole. 
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Apollo. Well think fo, bur if this Fil 
Come here, thou'lt ſer what he can do, 

Talc. H'as been already here to day. 

Apollo. Welland is nothing miſſing pray ? 

Val, Not that I know of. 

Apollo. h That may be ; 
But prethee look about and ſee. 

Val. I cannot ſce.my Pincers though. : 


' Apollo. O, cry yon mercy, can't you ſo, 

There's one caſt of hisoffice now. 

Now dare I venture twenty pound, 

They'l be amongſt his Trinckets found. 
Fulc. Faith, and afſare thy ſelf Tle try, 

Is the young Thief indeed ſo fly ? 

Such lucky Chacks there's ſo great need on, 

Wee'l keep gp Youth to breed on. 

A precious ] epth, and a trim, 

A right Arch-bird, Te warrant him. 

An Isfant quotha! marry hang him, 

If he were mine I would ſo bang him. 

What were my Tonges too hot I trow, 

To ſtick to your ſinall fingers ſo £ 


IFle 
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Ile make a Burn-wark witha T, 

To fiſt you with Sir Mercory. 

But I'me aſtoniſh't at the Lad, 

How he ſo ſoon could learn his trade, 

He learn't (to be a Rogae ſo pure) 

To ſteal in's Mother's belly ſure. 
Apollo. Theſeare his recreations theſe 3 

But he bas other Baekties. 

Mark but that nimble tongue of his, 

What a pert prating Wrebin 'tis. 

His mouth will one day be a ſpout 

Of Eloquence without all doubr. 

Hee'l be an Orator, I warrant, 

And if he be nor, let ine hear on't; 

Anda prime Wreſtler as e're #ript, 

Ere gave the Cornifþ Hug, or Higt ; 

OrI ammuch miſtaken in him z_ 

Andany one would ſay't had ſeen him : 

For he already has at firſt, 

Put Monfiesr Cupid to the worlt, 

And pave him ſi uch adreadful fall, 

I :hought had broke his bones withalz 


The Scolfer Scolt. 7x 
In troth I ne*re ſaw ſuch another, -- 
But Love went puling to his eMother, 
Which as the Gods were laughing at, 
And Venws went to moan her Brac, 
Whilſt ſhe was kiſſing the ſmall Archer, 
And drying's tears with Lawn handkercher, 
In comes that crafty Youth and ſly, C 
That little fileching Mercery, 
And ina twinkling (I proteſt) 


Whips me away her am'rous Ceft, 
Nay, and Jove's Thunder too had mr 


But *twas too heavy and too hot, 
But yet his Scepter went to por, 
Valc. By Jupiter a hardy Youth ! 
Apollo, Nay, he's a eMinſtril too. 
V alc. Intruth ! 
Apollo, Yes faith, a better never plaid, 
Nay, and the little Rogue has made | 
A Fiddle of a Tortoiſe-ſbell, 
On which he playes ſo rarely well, 
That he puts fair to put down me, ; 
Who am the God of Harmony, 


The Scoffer Soft. 


His eMother's troubled at his wayes; 
He never fkeps a-nights ſhe ſayes; 
Bur goes, for all that ſhe car) ſay, 
As far as Hel to ſeek for prey, 
And he has got, by ſlight of hand, 
A moſt incomparable wand; 
Of ſo ſtrange verne, that 'tis ſed, 
Tt with a waft does raiſe the dead, 
And both the dead from Death can ſave, 
And ſend the living to the Grave. 
V'ulc. Nay, may, of that I muſt acquit him ; 
ForT to play withal did get-him, | 
Apollo. That's well, and he in recompence 
Has ſtol'n away thy Pincers hence. 
Val. S'nigs,weli remembred ! I'le be gone 
To fearch his corners for my own : 
And if I find” um in his Cradle, 
Take it frommehis ſides I'ic ſwaddle. 


DIALOGUE. 
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DIAL OO GU DL 
Vulcan and Fupiter, 


==» /*/.T JEre,[ have brought thee home a hatcher, 
If any Smith for temper match it), 

Or edge, I'le ſay no more bat ſo, 

Pie ne're ſtrike ſtroke more whilſt I blow. 

And now *tis here new from the Smithy, 

What muſt we dowith ir, I prethee ? 
Tupit.Why cleave my head intwo with it, y 
Vilc.How,cleave thy head, the De et a wh 

Thou ſay'ſt ſo but to try my wit. ; 

But tel] me quickly, prethee do, 

What uſe thou'le have it put unto; © 

For I Sol's Geach horſes muſt ſhoe? 

Japit, Why, for to cleave my head intwe. 

I am in carneſt, thezxefore do it, 

Or (thou lame Raſcal) thou ſhalt rueit,” !- | 

And if thou bee*ſt ſo ſhie of wine, F 


Beware that great Calver-head of thine z 
Fear 
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Fear not, but ftrike with might and main, 
For my Scalp ſplits with very pain, 
And I do ſuffer all the Throes 
A woman in her labour does. 
Vulc; In labout quotha, 't may be ſo : 
Bat let's conſider what we do ; 
For; I'me afraid, I hatd!y ſhoo'd 
Lay thee as Dame Lutins woo'd. | 
Japir. Wile thou leave pratingfirrah once; 
Leaſt I make bold with thy wiſe ſcohce : 
Do thou but ſtrike courageouſly; 
And home, and leave the reſt to me; 


Pale. Why Jupiter, if thee T kill, 
Bear witneſs *tis againſt my will: 
There is no help, I muſt obey; 

Have at thy Coxcomb then 1 ſay, 

For with this Betchers blow of mine; 
Fle cleave thee down unto the Chipe. 


Good Goas ! no wonder if thy brains 
Suffer*d intollerable pains, 

When ſuch a luſty ſtrapping Trall 

As this lay kicking in thy skull; 


= 
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Nay, and an Amaton to boot, 

Which though not arm'd from head to foor, 

Is furniſh'e yer to take the field, 

And has both Helmet, Launce, and Shield. 

'Twas breeding this brave Laſs belike, 

_Made thee ſo croſs and cholerick, 

And yet the Girl (I vow and ſwear) 

Ismoſt incomparably fair: 

Prethee, for having laid thee wel l, 

Give me her for my Dowſabel z 

For though new-born, the Wench is able, 

Ard Ile upho'!d her marriageable, _ 
Fop. With all wy heart I give her free; 

Bur thou'lcne're wake her marry thee : 

For ſhe will never bea 15 e, 

But live a Virgin all her life. 

Therefore ne're offer to perſwade het ; 

For thou art ſure to loſe thy labour. 


Vsk. Well, well, for that let mealone ; 
Fle make her cowing ten to one ; 
I have been inmy dayesa Blade 


At winning of a pretty Mad, 
F And 
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And can bring this tomy. command, 
Hs eaſily 4 kiſs my hand, 
ProvidedT have thy conſent, 
7=p-Why thou may'ſt try, but thou'lt repent, 


DIA TOEUuE 
Neptune and Mereary, 


Nept. H** Cofin Mercury, do'ſt hear, 
Could not one ſpeak with Fupiter * f 
Mere, No, ſave thy labour, and be gone, 
 Hee's buſfie, and will ſpeak with none. 
Nepe. But, prethee, let him know 'ris 1. 
Merc, I tell thee be&! ſee no body, 
And therefore prethee go thy way 3 
For hee”! be ſeen of none today. 
Nepr. Are he and's wiſe, if one may ask, 
Making the beaſt with the two backs ? 
Merc. Could'ſt thou noother queſtion find ? 
They two bur ſeldomare ſo kind. 
Nepr. Then Ganimeds and hee'stogether. - 
& Merc. No truly Signior Neprawe neither. 
| Net. 
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Nept.What then? I'e know ſpite of thy noſe, 

Merc, You'lask me leaye firſt, ] ſuppoſe. 

But hee's not well, will that ſuffice? - 

Nept. Not well ! where is it his grief lies? 

Merc, Why I'me aſhaw'd to tel] thee where, 

Nept. What 4 * Relation ſo near ! * Brother 
Leave fooling (Coz) I prethee now, wavy 
And tell me, for I long to know, 

Mets. Why, ſince I ſee thou'le not be ſed; 

Know, that hee's newly brought to bed. | 

Nepr, How ! this is gonſtrous by this, light i 

What is he an Hermapbrodite ? 
I ne*'re perceiv'd his Belly riſe 
Above the ordinary fize; 

Merc. That's likely ; neither; muſt cell ye; 
Was he deliver'd from his Belly. 

Nept. From what part then? was't from his head, 
As when he his Mizerve bred? 

Is that deliver'd once again f 

He has a wondtous fruitful brain, 


Merc. No chis Birth iTu'd fram his Thighs 


Apt. Gofirrah; now] know you ye. . 221.1 
F 2 What 


Vo 
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What would ſt thou have me ſucha Neday, 
To think he Spawns all o're his Body. 


Merc. Well, but there is more in't then ſo, 


And thou the cruthof all ſhalt know. 
Juxo, whoſe ſpiteful Jealouſie 

Thou know'ſt I'me ſureas well as I, 
In Malice, Semele perſwades 

(One of his beſt beloved Fades) 
Since Fapiter did her ſo honor, 

As Children to beget upon her : 

She ſo much kindneſs had for her, 
That ſhe no longer ſhould. incur: 

A Common Lemman's imputation : 
Burt for her better reputation, 

No more withhim'in private lye : 

* But make him own her publickly; 
Therefore my Semele((quoth ſhe) 
Prethee for once be mil'd' by me, ” 
And if he have true kindneſs for thee, 
Make hit cotie next in all his glory, 
Not ſneaking ina mean diſguiſe ' 
Like Rogues to midnight Letchenes : 


, Bor 
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But like himſelf roab'd round with wonder, 
And with his Lightning and his Thunder : 
So all will honor and adore thee, 

Who now deſpiſe thee, and abbor thee. 

The Girl thus tickled in the Ear, 

*And proud her ſelf as Lucifer, 

$ order'd it with this great King, 

Whom Whores can make do any thing, 
That he came next in this attire: _ 

But then before he could come nigh her 
His Lightning ſet the Roomon fire, 

And with its all conſuming flaſhes, 

Reduc't the Room and Houſe to aſhes. 

In which caſe, all that we could do 

Was but to ſave the Embrio : + 

(For ſhe was then with Child, bee't known, 
By Jupiter, and ſeven Months gone) 
Which ripping from her Belly, I 

Pur warm into thy Brothers thigh, 

There to comp!eat the term requir'd ; 
Which being bur juſt now expir'd , 


He's -browght to Bed, and truth to ſpeak, 
F 3 : With 


19 
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With his hard labour yery weak, 
Nepr, And where is this ſame twice*born Chir? 
Mere. To NyſsT have carri'd it, 
By the Nywphs there to be brought up, 
Who knowing he will be given t'th* Cop, 
And in hard drinking very vitious, 
Have aptly Nam'd him Diozyfine. 
Nepr. Then of this Child hee's Syre and Dam, 
And it may call him Ded and Mam? 
Merc. Yes truly, it is evenſo, 
He any of theſe way anſwer fo : 


Eur Ican't ſtay to tell thee more 3 
For I ſhould havebeen gone | before, 


And in this ſtay have done amiſs 

To prate at ſuch a time as this. 

I now 1muſt uſe both heels and wings, 
Water to ferch, and other things 
For Child-bed womey, and had need 
Repair my negligence with ſpeed : 

All the good wiveselſe will me blame , 
For now [ the Man-midwife aw. 


DIALOGUE. 
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IDIALOGUE 
Mercury and the Son. 


Mere gh (Sol) commands thee by me here 
"= To ſtop thy Steeds in their Carrere, 
For the full ſpace of three whole diyes 
He will not have thee ſhine, he ſayes : 
But thou art to conceal thy light, 
For he will have that term all nigh. 
Therefore I think it thy beft Courſe is, 
To let the Howrs unteam thy Horſes, 
Get a good Night-cap on thy Head, 
But out thy Torch, and go to Bed. 
Sol. Tis an extravagant Command, 
And that do not anderſtand. 
What I have done, I fain wonld kytow, 
That Jupiter ſhould uſe me ſo? 
What fault committed in my place 
To put upon me this diſprace ? 
Have I not ever kept wy Horſe 
In the precin&s of their due Courſe ; 
F 4 Or 


bas - 
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Or though twelve Izns are in my way, 

Did I e're drink, or ſtop, or ſtay ?, 

Bear witneſs allthe God's in Hearn 

If I've not duly eMors, aad Even, 

Roſen, and ſert,and care did take 

To keep touch with the Almenack. 

What then wy fault is, I confeſs, 

If 1 ſhould dye, I cannot gueſs : 

And why he ſhould, wuch leſs I know 

Suſpend me 4b officics. | 

Tr ſure muſt be a great offence 

Deſerves the worſt of puniſhments, 

As this is he on me. dath lay, i 

That Night muſt criumph over Day, 
Merc. Fie, what a clutter doſt thou make, 

Aud all abour a meer wiſtake: Es 

Thou talk'ſt of anger, and diſgrace, 

There's no ſuch matter in the caſe. | . 

Thou wide art of his meaning quite, 

He bids thee to withdraw thy light, 

Thar fur three dayes it may not ſhine 

In order to : great deſign | : 
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He has that won't endure the Sun, - * + -* 
But is by Owl-ligbt to be done. : 
Sol. Faith tell me that defign of his, 
What he's about, and where he is. 
Mere. I le cell thee, if chou needs will —_ 


of oic's Cuckolding 4mphytryo. $ 
Sol, 'Tis very fine, and won't one Night. © ©; 
Take the edge off his Appetite ?' 


Cannot one Night give' him enough ? i :/. 


Is the old Lercher (till ſo tough, 
A Swinge-bow of ſo high renown, 
A Wench can't ſooner take him down? 
Merc, No, but hemeans to get of her . 
A very mighty Mes of War, 
Of heart molt tour, and limbs moſt vaſt, 
Which is not tobedone in haſt: 
Bur of another kind of faſhion, 
Then ev'ry common Generation. 
Sol. Why let him lay about him then 
Tofin:ſh this great Man of Men: - 
Bur let me tel! thee, theſe ſtrange waycs 


Were notin uſe in Saturn's dayes, 
| He 


WS: 


Cow 
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The Scotfer Dcokt. 

 Hene're left Rhe« in his life 

To letcher with anothers wife : 

But for one whore now (which is feurvy) 

All things muſt turn'd be #pſy-exrwy. 

In the mean time 'tis ten to one 

My horſes will be Refty grown, 

For want of uſe, and thorns I know 

In my Gerere will ſpring, andgrow ; 

And Mankind muſt in darkneſs [anguiſh 

Whilſt he his bawdy Lawre does brandiſh, 

And ſtews himſelf in his own greaſe, 

To pet this admirable piece, 
Mere.Peace,peace, friend Sol, no more of that; 

Leaſt he do teach thee how to prate. 

Jn the mean time I muſt be gone * 

With the ſame meſſage to the"Mooy, 

To keep within, and vail her face, 

As many Nights, as thou doſt Dayes. 

My laſt Commiſſion is to Sleep, 

That Mortal's eyes he ſo long keep 

S-al'd up im reſt, and all the whi'e 


Feed them with Dreams, time to beguile, 
Trat 
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That when thy light uinſeals theirieyes, - 
(And then it will be time ro riſe) 1: +: 
They may when that day does begin, 
Not know how awd a qt 'thas on, 


Toia L 'O 6: ; OE: 


Veparind the Mot. 


Ven. Ell me wy pate complexion d Loſt 


- Bright Cyathia , how comes this to 
( paſs, 


That thou'rt accus'd of things, 1 fivear , bY 

I'me ſorty, and aſham»'d ro hear ? 

It is reported every where 

That thou in midſt of thy Careere, 

Thy Chariot often ſtop't, and there, 

(Which is a piece of mpudence) Ke 
Under a pitiful pretence , x 
Of making water, ſteal'ſt i'th* Night 

T'a Hunter that Endywkion bight. 

Where (little to thy praiſe be it ſpoken) 

His Viſage thou do'ſt gaze, and look on 


wy | 


(Which 
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(Whichpone but your light Huſwives do) 
As thou would'& look him through, and through 
Whilſt he, not dreaming of thy folly, 
Lies gaping like a great Lob-loly, 
On Carien Laitmes loudly ſnoaring, 
Inſenſihle of thy Amorivg. 
Nay, if the lampiſh Boy ſhould wake, 
Thy kiſſes hee'd not kindly take ; 
Nor would he underſtand thy paſſion 
At all tobe an obligation. 

Lyne. Why »tis that Nere: be-good thy Son, 
Has made me do what I have done. 

Ven. |, hang him lictle Gallow-ſtrings, 
He does a thouſand of theſe things, 
And well may do it to another, | 
That ſpares not me who am his Mother. 
Heſet me ſo upop the Hy-day, 
As wade me oft deſcend on 1ds. 
To get Anchiſes, young and able, 
Make me a handle to my Ladle: 
And to Mount Libanes t' Adonis, 


(Who, reſt go with him, dead and gone is) 
bo” But 
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Bue then the Boy-was wholly mine, 

'Till ſtole away by Proſerpine, 
Who, to ſpeak plain, and not to'lye, 
Had a ſweet Tooth as well as ; 

And kept him for her Drudgery. 


eff @ Till ſeeing me to weep and mourn, 


She ſent him me ſometimes in turn 3 

For which his pranks, I'le tell thee what, 

I threatned have the graceleſs Brat 

A handred times at leaſt, I know, 

To break his 2 #iver and his Bow, 

To clip his wings, and play debar him, . 
Andevery thing I thought would ſcare him. 
Nay, but laſt day, I tell thee true, 

I plainly took my Youth zo db, 

And with one of my Shoes with Claps, 
Whip't me the roguy Jack-4n-apes, 

Until I had almoſt fetch'r blood: 

' Butall I ſee will dono good ; 

He quickly has forgot the pain, L3sf, 
And does the fame thing o're agaih, 
And ſo he wil do (till, bur eel! thovgh, 


Te 
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Is thy Sweet-heart a prexty Fellow £ 
For if he's handſome, or have wit, 
There is in that ſome comfort yer. 
Lene. Thou know'f no Lowes do foul appear: 
But it is true, I-cag't forbear 
Staring and gazing in bis face, 
When coming weary from the Chace, 
His Mantle he on ground does ſpread, 
And falls aſleep, leaning his head 
On his right arm, which does embrace; 
Being twin'd about his head, his face, 
Whil'ſt from his left his Arrows all, 
Do dropping negligently fall. 
Then ſtealing, and on T{p-tve too, 
As folks to make Jeſs noiſe ſtill do , 


For fear of waking him; I there 
Perceive his breath perſume the Air, 
And in ſoft breathings yield a ſent 

So raviſhing, and redolent, 

That I am forc't to fi down by him 
And figh, and kiſs, and kiſſing eye-him 


When ſiting thus, and ſometimes ſtealing 
A 
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A little little touch of feeling, 
Whil' I ſtill gaz'd upon his face, 

[r tingles in a certain place 
I: | Tothat degree, that I proteſt——— 
I know thou now can'ſt gueſs the reſt, 
of « As having in chy ſelf made proof. 
Thou know'*ſt what Love is well enongh : 
But then, O then, I am all fire, 
And even ready to expire. 


: 
4 
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Venus and Capid. | 
| (make ! 
Venw. / Hy what work (Sirrah) do'ſt thou 
Thou ev'ry hour mak'ſt my heartake 
For fear of thee, thou praceleſs whelp, 
In doing things I cannot help. | | 
I do noe, Reke-hell, mean thoſe pranks . 


(Though even they deſerve ſmall thanks) _.. 
Thou play*ſt on Earth, where thou haſt done 


The ſtrangeſt things that ere were known, 


Ss : 
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Set wen a rambling, women gadding, | '- 
Young, old, ſound, lame, and all a madding : / 
Fill'd the whole world with diſmal cryes 
Of Inceſts, Rapes, Adwlteries, 
In ſtead of harmleſs recreation - 
Allow'd in ſimple Fornication : 1 | 
Nor is the common Rout alone | 
SubjeQ to thy Dominion : | 
But chou haſt made the greateſt Kings 
Do more, nay, yet more ſenlleſs things, 
Than th'errants (as one may 'um call) 
Tag-rag Plebeans on 'um all. 
Yet ſtill theſe People Mortals be, 
And ſabjed to thy. Dezty; ... \ | 
Not (though blame-worthy) is th'offence 
Of fach a Yangerous conſequence, 
As thoſe thou do'ſt commit above, 
Where thou confound'ſt ts all with love, 
Ev'a the Gods King thou do#ſt not ſpart, | 
But mak'ſt the nlighty Thunderer 
Betrer to play his amorous prizes, 
Pur on ridiculous diſguiſes, X 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt Jupiter we all deſpiſe, © 
(Who one would think ſhobld be thore wiſe) 
Forthoſe his childiſh Mammeries. 
Next unto Carjen Latmus crown 
Thou mak'ſt the ſober Mvoj coin down, 
\Than whom a better fame had none, 
"To viſit her Endymion. 
The Sun, who diligerit wont to " | 
Thou mak'ſt to ſtay with Climene, 
NegleGing his diurnal Courſes, © 
And turn to graſs his fiery Hot fe3. 
Sans nawing, thou miſchievous E1/7, 
What tho haſt done to me wy ſelf, 
Who though thy Daw, and a fohd Marker, 
Thou haſt us'd worſe than apy other : 
Yet theſe(though ſuch things ne'r were heard on 
Were yer within the pale of pardon, 
And mightin time have been o'reblown, 
Had'ſt thou ler Cybele alone : 
Bur to attaque a poor old Mumps, ' 
Whoſe teeth were long ſince turn'd ts funips; 


of G Great 


Great Grannam to ſo many Gods, 
Deſerves a whole Cart-load of Rods. 
And thus to make a poor old Trof 
Fly raging up and down (I wot) 
Set in her Cherigt drawn with Lyous, 
And bidding Gravity defiance, 

As if ſhe were ſtark ſtaring mad, 
After a Scurvy-ſhit-breech Lad, 
And even of Stocks, and Stones enquire  , 
Of Atys, her ſi inall Apple -ſquire, 

Is ſuch a thing (wy graceleſs Son) 

As certainly, was never done, | 

Nor in her inquiirigp , * Wh 

Does ſhe yer play « che fool alone ; $ 

But which is a moſt groſs miſtake, 

And goes her ſhame maxe publick make, 
She does ev'n here her State maintain, 
And goes with all her Fugling Train 

Of Corybeptes at her heels, ” 


Who as their brains were ſet on wheels, 
Diſperſe themſelves all over Ie, 


Whooping aloud on every ſide 
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(No wiſer than their mad old Dawe) 
Calling and whooping At;s Name. 
Where ſome in fury are ſo woo'd, 


As with onearm t1-t other Llood, 
Some weep 1n blood, and ſome in tears, 


R Some with their hair about their cars 


Ran head!long down the Precipices, 

Enough to daſh theinſel ves in peices. 

One winds a Horn with mighty labor, 

Another thumbs ic on a Tabor, 

Another a Braſs-pan employes, 

Others uſe Cymbals, Shaumes, Hoboys ; 

Or any thing will make a noiſe. 

With which they make that hideons Gin, 

That the whole Mountain ring's agin. HE 
Nay ſo obſtreperous they are, i D 
And make that diſmal Tintamare, "IH 
What with their yelling, and cheir tink'ing, 
That unto any Morrtal's thinking, 

Kell is broke looſe, it ſounds ſo odd, 

And al! the Devits got abroad. 

Which makes me fear for theſe offences, 


If &ece thio!d Hazg to her own Sences 
G2 Retna 
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Return again, ſhe will on thee 


Direly revenge this Rogeery, 
And either without Form or Fary, 
Preſently kil! thee in her fury, 
Orelſe unto her Lyons throw, 
Or Prieſts, the fiercer of the two. 
Cup. Your care's worththanks, but trul y Mather, 
] neither fear the one, nor th*other ; 

\ For her Prieſts fury I not weigh;, 
They all are too effeminate ; 
Nor of her Lyons fearful am ; 
For thoſe already I've made tame, 
SO tame, that often I aſtride 
A cock-horſe on their back doride, 
Spur *um, and by their ſhaggy mains, 
Guide 'um as caſie as with reins, 
Play with their beards, their lips, their paws, 
Make *um extend their crooked clawes, 
Nay, thruſt into their mouths my fiſt, 

| Anddowith 'um een what my |:ſt. 


And then for Khee, Mott er, ſhe 
Too baſfie is, I warrant ye, 
About her Love to think of me. 


"> 
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But after all this ſco!ding now, 
Mother, I very fain would know, 
Whereia I've done ſo much a miſs, 
When all I've done's but only this, 
To make that lov'd that lovely is. 
Which why it ſhould be thus reſented, 
I know not ; wou!d you be contented 
To have Mars cur'd (faith now tell true) 
O'ch* paſſion that he has for you ? 

Venus. That thou art a malicious Brat, 
To ſay ſo damn'd a thing as that ; 
But, Sirreh, one day poſſibly, 
Thowit think of what I've ſaid to thee. 


D ia Tl ogetyt 


Hercales, ei ſeulapixs, and Fupitey. 


Vi Vis what Str*s,are you both ſtark mad! 


Is there no reverence to be had ? 


Are you not both aſtam'd to bravul, 
And make this buſt'e in the Hal!, 
Together thus by th' Ears to fa'l 


Like Rogwes, and one another mal 
| G 3 
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The Scoffcr Scoft. 
With Pots and Juggs, and all things ſhuffle, 
As you were at a Counter-ſcuſſle ? | 
D'ee make an Ale-houſe of my Houſe ! 

Tf I reach one of ye a Douſe 
You'l learn more manners, than to brabble, | 
And make an uproar at my Table, off « 

Herc. Is it fit, Father, that this Fack, 

This paltrye Mountebancking 2 uack, 
This Siringe, Gliſterpipe before ye, 
This Leech, this vile Swppoſitory, 

This ſon of twenty thouſand Fathers, 

This pack of Gally-pots and Blaaders, 

Fefore this heav*nly Company 

Shou: offer to take place of me ? 
e/Eſculap. Sirsah, wy noble Art diſdains 

All theſe abominable names 

Thou vomits forth ſo fluently ; 

Nor does the © wack belong tq me; 


Thy Mountebanck,l do diſclaim, - 


It my Profeſſion can't defame, 
No Hecws nor no Leech I am : 
Ear the renowned God of Phy-ſuck, 


Who cure my Patients when they lye-ſi. k. 
Tay 


 TheMoifer Scokt.. 


Thy better (Reafi&)in deſert; 
Orhis, whoevertakes thy parr. 
Here. In what (lapoſter) would'ſtthou be 


Thought the adviritage Cave of tte ? * 


of g5 it becauſe'a Thaider-clap 

Gave that Calve*: bead of thine arap, 

Adue reward for" he deſtre 

Of thy vaſt knowledge and great Art? 

For (Miftey Diftor) in pure pity 

Great Fove did on'y here admir'ye. 
e/#ſcul, It does become thee well, Ifaith, 

Thus to reproach hi&with wy death, 

Having thy ſelf withour Reprieve 

On Ottas top bee burnt alive 

For an exartjple unt9 all, 

Like a notortous Criminal. 


Herc. But that\wa$ voluntary:yer, 
After I had with iabour grear 
(Since my own a&s I muſtrehearſe) 
Of Monſters purg'd the Untverſe. + 
But what haſt thou done for thy part, 


With all thy ſo much boaſted Arr, 
G 4 But 
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The Scoſierx Scott. 


But Emp'rick-like, impos'd thy cheats, 
By vertue of ſome ſtol'n recei pts, 
Which, ſet off with a brazen face, 
Perhaps at Country Fairs might paſs ? 

e/E ſeul, Thou ſay'ſt well, for 'twas I apply'd 
The Unguent to thy roaſted Heide, 
When thou cam'ſt hither (Captain Swaſher) 
Scorch't like a Herring, or a Reſber, 
Sing'd like a Hog (foh ! thou ſtink'ſt ſill) 
And ſpitch-cock't like a ſalted Eele : 
But T, like thee, have never bin 
Prentice t'a Whore to learn to ſpin, 
A little domineering Tr all 
That made the big-bond Booby pull 
Courſe Hempen-Hurds, flaver, and twine 
A thread, no doubt, as Cart-rope fine ; 


And when the aukward Claſfter-fiſt, 


CAs he did oft) his Leſſon miſg'r, 
And broke athred, then you wight ſee'r 
Take him a wherrit on the Eare, 


3 


Ca'ling him Duxce, and Logger-heada, 
Whilſt the tall Souldier quak*t for dread, 


Nor 


\ 


q 


The Scoffer Soft. 
Nar ( Sirrab Sewce-box) doſi thou hear, 


I ne*re was yet the wurtherer 

Of my own Wife z nor yet did [ 
E're ſlaughter my own Progeny, 
Who Innocents could none provoke : 

"'F *As thou haſt, to thy praiſe be*t ſpoke- , 
Her, *Twere good thou lefeſt thy prating (Fears 
And quickly too,or this tall warriour,  * ter) 
Whom thou ſo ſeemeſt to deſpiſe, 

Will kick thee headlong from the $kies, 

And wake thee from the Chriſtal Vault 

Take ſuch a dainty Somer-ſault, 

That when thou commeſt to the ground, 

Thy neck I doubt will ſcarce be ſound. 

Thou then may'(t try thy skill in vain, 

And ſtrive to ſet it right again, 

When all thy art will neyer do't, 

Phyſck, and Chirwrgery to boot. 

e/&ſe. Thou kick me down,thou vap'ring Scab. 
Thou kiſs the Bat-end of a Drav.. 
Thou ſpin'ft already, and ſhalt feel 
I have a fiſt will ceach thee Reel. 


Let's 


The Sroffer Scokt. 


Let's have fair play, and make a Rownd, 
Ile cuff with thee for ewenty pound : 
Or I will meet thee where thou wo't, 
Either with Seconds, or without, 
With any Weapon thou doſt like 
Betwixt a Bodkin and a Pike, 
Where I will pay thee thy deſert; 
And (thou great Labber) though thou art 
A pretty fellow with thy Cleb, 
I will thy Lyons skin ſo drub, 
If oncethou dar'ſt'to bide me battle, 
Thy bones ſhall underneath it rattle. 
Fup. Baſta! no more you wrangling Tara, 
Give 0're theſe Cofter-mongers words, 
Or TI proteſt (which I am loth)' 
PFleby the ſhoulders thruſt you both 
Out of my Hall, and eke my doors, 
And pack you down*mongſt On fft-whores, 
Porters, and Tripe-women © prate, 
And cuff it out at Billmgs-gate, 
Buc firſt I the diſpute will end, 
For which ſo (eetly you contend. 


The obex-AcoG | 
Know then (my brace of ill-bred _ 
Yoy pair of braxjing drunken Cuffs, | Cl 
You neither of you here have place, 
But meerly of wy | pecial grace 5 
And therefore two great Coxcombs are 
Fereto begin a Civil war, ,_ .- well 
And fora, thing to keep ada 
Yave neither of you | title ro. TREE 
But henceforth (ye gnmanner 'd Mes) 5 ON - "1 
That you may know your woxſhips places, .. , / 
And no more ſuch a rumble keep, 
Ile have it go by Elderſbip, 
And as the DoRor older is, 
So the precedence ſhall be his. 


x . DIALOGUE, 


The Scottir Scott. 
DIAL OGU B 


Mercwry and Apollo. 


Move. ge what's the matter pray 
You look ſo muſtily to day ? 
Apollo. Why never any, certainly, 
Was yer ſo croſ#'t in loveas I; 
And any elſe, I think, would dye of 
Half the miſchievous luck that I bave, 
Merc.Haſt thou new cauſe with Fate to quarrel, 
| Since Daphne turn'd was toa Laurel ? 
O Apollo. Oh yes, yes, yes,my honeſt Friend, 
| My Hyacinthus timeleſs end. 

Merc. Who of his murther was the Author? 
Apollo.My ſelf am guilty of the flaughter. 
Merc, What did'ſt thou do it in thy fury ? 

Thou'rt paſſionate : : 
Apollo. No, I affure ye, 
_ The paſtionT had for that Creature 
Was of another ſort of nature ; 


Che Dcoffer Scokt. 
But playing with the Boy at Mal 
(I rue the time, and ever ſhall) 

I trooke the Ball, I know not how, 

(For that is not the play you know) 

A pretty height into the Air, 

When Zephirus (who't ſeems was there) 

"And long (as thou thy ſelf haſt ſeen) 

Has jealous of our friendſhip been, Boz 198 
Beat down the Ball, withoue Remordſe, 

With ſuch a moſt confounded force, 

And gave his head ſo damn'd a thumm , 

As breaking Pericreaniam, ; A 
Scalpe, Durs, and cke Pis Mater, 

His Brains came poppling out like water, 

And the Boy dy'de fo prettily, 

'Twould c'en have done one good to ſee. 

I preſently purſu'd the Trayter, 

T'ave been reveng'd ; but no ſuch matter. 

I nockt an arrow to have ſhot him ; 

But he ſoon out of diſtance got him. 

Beſides, al:hough in a /ang Bow 

I ſhoot as well as moſt I know, 


%., 


Yer 


Thr Bcoiter Dcoft. 
Yet (like a Dawtt) I nere could yer 
The knack of ſhooting flying pet. 
He was too ſwift, and1 too flow | 
To overtake the wind I trow. 

So ſeeing then the bIdody'ſlave | 
Got into efobu his Cave, m 
T back to my departed Joy, FE: 
Where taking upthe lovely Boy, 

] honourabily brobpbr him howe, 

And built hirtl a oft Rtely Toinb; 
Where my Aitibite, and he for ever, 
Are buried, and entorhÞ'> together. | 
And yet wy Swe#Ehzart to ſurvive, 
And ketþ my ©omfort ſtill alive, 

I from his blood have'cats'd roſpring 
A flower, the pretty fbaubling thing 
For beauty, and for ſweetneſs too, 
On the Earth's womb that ever grew. 
Which alſo in its folyage wears 
Some Hierogliphick Characters, 
Whoſe ſence in miſtick figures bears 
The tory of my ſighs and tears, 


The Scott 
And yet alaſs, forall I ſtrive 
My rooted ſorrow to deceive, 

By all the moſtd iverting wayes, 
I muſt lament him all my dayes. 
Merc. Thenfriend polls thou art not 

' 8 The God of Wiſdom, but a Su : | 
*Þ For thoſe who will deſcend ſo far, 2 


As to love things that mortaf are, 
Muſt for events like theſe prepare. 
Mortals to Fateare ſubjeRall, 

Who ſooger muſt, or later fall : 
And the word Morta/does imply 
That they are only born todye. 


DIALOGUE. J 


The Scoffer Scoft: 
DIALOGU RE 


Apolloand Mercury, 


Merc. IS a ſtrange thing wethinks, 4polls,* 


That th:s foul Thief all ſnutch't 
' (with collow, 


This Yulcep, this old limping Rogue, 

This naſty, ſwarthy, ill-look't Dog, 
Should have the luck to marry theſe 

So fair, ſo handſome Goddeſſes. 

Nay more (which makes me hate the ſlave) 
Aeery faireſt that we have : 


Nor can it fink into my pate 
How they can hugg ſo foul a Mate ; 


Or when from's forge he comes at night, 
In that ſame naſty ſtinking light, 

All ſoot, and ſweat, ſo black and grim, 

| How they can go to bed to him : 

Or rather not abhor, and fear him, 

And even vowit to come near him. 


Apollo, 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


Apollo. Why ? *tis a wonder certainly 

Toevry one, eſpecially 

One ſo unfortunate as I. 

Who though (I ſpeak ſans vanity) 

I'me ſomething better made than he, 
Not to ſay more, nevertheleſs, 

Deſpair of ſo much happineſs. 

eMerc.lt roo much purpoſe is for thee 

To boaſt thy Form, and Harmony. 

Theſe Cattle care not of a fig 

For thy fine frizled Perimigg 3 

Nor thy well playing of a Frgg : 

As little would it profit me 

To brag of my a&Ftuity ; 

That I can wreſtle, leap, and run, 

And fel] a Rogue with my Battoor. 

Nor better favour ſhould I gain 

By ſhewing them Leger-demain. 

No, no! I ſee theſe are not arts, 

To conquer the Madona's hearts ; 


And we at Bed-time, when all's done, 
Shall find that we muſt lye alone : 
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Whilſt a Mechanick Cripple here, 
(Who doubtleſs does a Vizor wear ; 
Or has the wor(t of all ill faces.) 
Is towſing Venus, and the Graces 

Apollo. Thy fortune yet's not quite ſo bad: 
Thou ſome lack in thy life haſt had. WM. 
Thou ſomething haſt to brag on yet, 
One fit with Venus thou waſt great ; 
When from your mutual delight 
There ſprang a rare Hermophroaite : 
g 'D Bur of wo perſons I ador'd, 

F The one wy love ſo much abhor'd, 

T hat rather than ſhee'd ſufter me, 
She would be turn'd intoa Tree : 
And th'other to wy flame more true, 
I moſt unfortunately flew. | I 
Bur te.l me how theſe handſome Laſſes, 
Thy Mittreſs FVezas, and the Graces, B 


Can poſſibly ſo well agree; 


" WL. | "0 — jw 5 


And live together quietly ? 
How comes 1t neither Jealous are, 


Fenus of them, nor they of her 2 
; Merc. 


The -Scoifer Scoft, 


M. That's nothing ſtrangewhere no preat love is. 


Beſides, fair Venus of above is 

Paſſing her time moſt jocund!y 

In Heav'n, with better Company. 

While th'other are conſtrain'd the while 
Jo ſtay with him in Leawnos Ile. 

And little wanton Yexss cares 

Who with her in the Black-fmisch ſhares ; 
She finer fellows has than he 

To help to do hs Dreagery. 

Mrs, and ſhe (Fove forgive 'um for't) 
Have ngw and then a night of ſport, 

A youth of other kind of mettle, 
Than that old awtfide of 4 Kettle. 

Apol.But doſt thou think Vulcan does dream 

That Captain Swaſh does Cyckold him ? 


eMerc.Nay faith he knows it well enough; 
But he ſo dreads that wan of Buff, 
That whatſoe're he ſees or hears, 
He dares not mutter for his Ears. 
Beſides thou know'ſt, and of haſt ſcen'e, 


LHow monſt'rous rude and inſolens 


H 2 Theſe 
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The Scoffer Scoft. 


Theſe huffing angry Boyes of War, 

With pitiful Mechanicks are. 
Apollo. Weli,but I'me told the Hob-wail-muker 

Is plotting for all that to take her, 

And is contrivinga ſtrange Gin 

To trap her and her Bravo in. R 
Merc. I can ſay nothing as to that, 

But (betwixt friends) I'le tell thee what, 

So her Bumfidale | had clapt, 

I'de be contented to be trapt. 


D 1ALOGUET 
Juno and Latona. 


Fans. | N truth (Latone) thou doſt bear 
Such lovely Brats to Fupiter, 
That I have thought it pity often, 
They were not lawfully begotten, 
Lat. They like their other Neighbours are, 
Not aver-foul, nor over-fair ; 
They pretty paſſable are though 
(Thank Jove) the Children are ſo ſo: 


Fur 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


But each one muſt not think to bear. 
So fige a peice as eMulciber, 
7#no, I underſtand thee well enough. 
Jeer on, my back is broad enough : 
Vslcay is not ſo finely dreſt 
*ks Don Apollo, 'eis confeſt ; 
Yet Venus (though he's not ſo trim) 
Found in her heart to marry him. 
And if the Artizep be lame, 
We are for that miſchance to blame , 
For ev'ry one knows how it came. | 
But though a Crepple in his feer, 
His hands do recompence it yet, 
For better Workman never ſmote 
With hammer whilſt the Ir'n was hot. 
Tis he embelliſh' has the Skies 
With all thoſe pretty cwinkling eyes : 
Tis he alone can undertake 
Fupiters Thunder-bolts to make ; 
Nay all the Deities beſide 
Are from his induſtry ſupply'd, 
And he's put to't ſo to find wares 


To furniſh all his Cuſtomers, 
H 3 That 
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That oftentimes conſtrain'd they are 

To begg, intreat, and ſpedk bins fair 

To pet him make their Iron-ware, 

They all are bound t'him (on my word.) 
eMars for his Cuirace, Shield, and Sword, 
The bluſtring eAfol for his Brdemt, 

And Neptune for his maſſy Trident, 

Cercs for Sickles, Pan fot Crooks, 
Pomonator her Pruniyg-hooks, 

Priapus for his Graft ing-knives, 

And Sir Promethens for his Gieves. 

Nay hold ! I have not yet half done, 
He's Smith and Faryrley to the Sun, 

Does ih' Iron-work his Chariot needs, 
Shooes, Bloods, and Drenches both his Steeds, 
Of which the one the other day 

He of a Gravelcur'd, they ſay: 

And Cvother of a Fiſtala, 

Nay, a new pair of whecls are made 
(Ti-0.d ones being much decay'd) 

For which he wakes ſuch faſting Frye, 

As ali the Black; ſmiths do admire: 
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Tuſhes 


The Scoffer Scoft. 


Buſhes the Neves, clonts thi Axle-treey, 
And twenty finer things than theſe, 
The Goadeſſes are fain to wooe him, 
And come to be beho!lding to him 
To make their Needles, and their Shears ; 
+ | end thoſe fine Pa#fexs his wife wears, 
Are of his making too ſhe ſwears. 
By which ic evident appears 
He's beſt at any Tron thing 
That ever made an Arwvile ring. 
But that great ramping Fuſs,thy Daughter, 
A mankind Trull, inur'd to flavghrer, 
To the ſoft Sex*s foul diſgrace, 
Rambles about from place to place, 
And even as far as Scythia ranges, 
Where murther ſhe for love exchanges, 
And without ſenſe, grace, or good manners, 
Butchers her courteous entertainers. 


Inthismore fierce and cruel far. 

Than the moſt blaody Scythians are. 
And then thy Son, that hopeful piece, 
Apoilo, Jackof all-Traaes i : 

H 4 
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Of many Arts forſooth he's Maſter, 
An Archer, Fidler, Poetaſter, 

A kind of Salt'in-banco too, 

Who thorough Provinces does go 
And kills cum Privilegio, 

Nay, he pretends to more then this, of 
He ſet's up Oracle-ſbops in Greece, 

At Delphos, Didyma, and Claros, 

Toeach of which he hath a Ware-houſe 
Stuff*c full of lies, for great and ſmall, 

To gull poor filly Souls withal. 

Yet ſo that all his fuſtion fitions 

(Which he pretends to be predictions) 
Though ev*'ry one of them a lye, 

Are couch't ſo wondrous cunningly, 

That howſoe're things come abour, 
He has a back-door to get out. 

Inthe mean time the world abounding 
With Puppy's (that it ſeems ſcap'e drowning) 
By theſe Impoſtours, and damn'd Cheats, 
Of foo!s he ſtore of money gets: 


But ye: the wiſe too well do know 
His Cheats, to part with money ſo; 
They 


| 


The Scofter Scot. 
They find bis skill in Prophecy, 
Who was ſo wiſe not to foreſee 
That he one day againſt his will, 
Should his dear Hyacinthas kill ; 
Nor that fair Daphne, his coy Miſs, 


, Would never like that face of his, 


For all he wears his beard fo ſprig, 
And has a fine Gold Periwsg. 

I wonder then that chou ſhould'R be 
Preferr'd thus before Nobe ; 


Or that thy Iſſue ſhould be thought 
Fairer than thoſe that ſhe hath brought. 


Li. Come,come,thy ſpite and malice few know 
Better than I do, e Madam Func | 

I know, but care not of « Chip 

Where the ſhove wrings your Ladiſbip, 

Thou'rt vext unto the heart (1 trow) 

To ſee my Children triumph ſo, 


And ſhine in Heaven as they do, 
And that they celebrated are, 


The one for beautiful and fair ; 
And th' other for his skill ſo rare 
O'th' Harp, Theorbo, and Guitarre, 


The BSroffer Scokt. 
Tune. What ſenſleſs things fond Mothers are, ' 

Thou mak'(t me laugh, I vow and ſwear, 

To think thy Son thou ſhould'ſt maintain 

To bea good Myfitian. 

That miſerable Harper, who 

For raking his vile Griazros ſo, 

Inſtead of May/yas had been flead, 

And had his skin ſtrip't ore his head, 

Had not the nine corrupted Wenches 

Giv'n ſentence 'gainſt their Comſciences. 


As for thy Daughters wighty grace, 

With her pale, full-moan, platter-face, 

She ſuch a very lovely piece i5, 

Aeon was pull 'd all to pieces 

By his own Hownds (1 manner'd Cars, 
Who did like Dogs, but th' fault was hers) 


Tis ſaid for having ſeen her naked : 
But who think that was all, miſtake it : 
For I can tell 'um in their ear, 

She made them worry him for fear 
He ſhould zel// tales, and blaze a ſtory 
(She knew muſt needs be detractory) 


The Dcoffer Stoft, 


Of what a filthy fulſome @scax, 

He baching had ſtark naked ſeen. 

For the /7-21nity (forſooth) 

She brags of, 1s a groſs untruth ; 

Alaſs a mecr preronce, and what 
#All women needs muſt titter at : 

For the could never, if a Maid, 

PraQiſe ſo well the Miadwife's Trade, 

And be ſo skill'd in that affair, 

Without experience, we may ſwear; 

And therefore ſhe has had her ſhare 

Of doing too, I warrant her. 

Latona. Well ( Funo) well, muſt dif nenſe. 

With chis thy railing inſolence, 

And ſhe who is in Bed, and Throne, 


Great Japiters Companion, 
May ſay her will to any one: 
Or, elſe my haughty Dame, I wis, 

Thou durſt not talk ſuch ſtuffas this, 
Thou ſett'ſt thy Tepper wond'rous bigh, 
And rant'ſt, there is no coming nigh, 
S2e what a goodly port ſhe bears, 
Making the po# with the two Ears ! 


The Scoffer Scoft. 
But yet ere long, I holds groat, 
That we ſhall hear thee change thy note. 
This pride will have a fall,” no doubr, 
And we ſhall ſee thee lour and pout, 

And your inſulting Majeſty 

Tame as a Lamb, fit down, and cry, 

When wounded with ſome mortal beauty, 
Your Goodman ſhall forget his duty, 

And go to Covrt her at ch*expence 

Of Funo's due Benevolence. 


WIAL OGHU-EF 
Apollo and Mercury. 


pol. Hy how now (Siznior Mercary) 
Y*are wonderfully rapt I ſee 

What is it makes your Worſhip pray 
So merry about the mouth to day ? 

Merc, Why, to fee that that I have ſeen 
Would make a Dog to break his ſpleen ; 
A ſight ( Apolls) that would make 
Thy beart-ſtrings too with laughing crack. 
Apoll 


The Scoffer Scot. 


Apollo. Govern thy mirth awhile, at leaſt 

Solong that I may hear the jeaſt ; 

So long that braying laughter ſpare, ' 

That I in turn may laugh my ſhare. 

Merc, Why our brave Gavaliero Mars 

(For laughing I can tell thee ſcarce, 

The Jeaſt ſo pretty, and ſoodd is) 

Is napping tane with Beanty's Goddeſs. 
Apollo, How tane ! I prethee now be plainer, 
When, doing what, after what manner ? 
Merc.Juſt now, whilſt Szzue was Oxen ſhooing, 
And (in plain terms) at down-right doing, 

The manner thus : you are to know —— 

Oh T could dye with laughing now ! 
| Apollo, Thou tittring Caf T prethee ceaſe, : 
Andeither ſpeak, or hold thy peace. 
Mer.Why then be it known to all good-fellows, 
That Vulcax having long been Jealous 
Of an intrigue 'twixt his fair Briae 
And this ſame huffing Iror-ſede, 
It having held on many a year ;' 
The ſinoaky Lymps did more than fear 


, 


The Scoffer Scott. 


He had through Vena water Gap 
Stuck a Bull's-featber in his Cap : 
Which long has made him eye, and watch bim, 
Hoping to find a time to catch him, | 
He to this purpoſe then had fee ( 
About his Bed ſo rare a Net, oO 
Made of ſo ſmall, but holding Wire, { 
(Wherein his art we all admire) 
As without very ſpecial heed, 
Was hardly to be ſeen indeed ; | 
Which having unperceived laid, 
He careleſs went about his Traae : | 
But ſcarcely was he gone an Acre, 
When in ſlips Captain Cuckold-maker, | 


And whips me igto Bed to's wife, 

Where whilſt ſhe whiſtled on the Fife, 

He beat (Ohnever ſuch a Drum !) 

A point of War upon her Bum, 

Now as they thus, with pleaſing labour, 

Did juwp and jigg to Pipe, and Tabour, 
Playing inconſort, and time keeping : 

The 8», who ever muſt be peeping, 

When 


The Scoffer Scoft. 
When ſhe, Cockſure, thonght none was nigh *um, 
Thorough the Glaſs hadTuck to ſpy 'um, 

Which having done, away he goes; 
And, out of Envy, I ſuppoſe 
(Of that methinks it rankly ſavours) 

gTells me lame Yulcan ftreight, that eMavors 
Whilſt he at work did ſweat and ſwelter, 

Was thundring Venus, Helter-skelter. 
At which the God with ſmutty face, 
Starting, as if to run a Race, 

Throws down his Tools, ſans more ado, 

And tript it with his Patten-ſhoo 

So nimbly, that to (make it ſhort) 

He come's i*th' middle of their ſport, 

And like a cunning old Trepenrer, 

Took the poor Lovers in the manner, 

And there, as one would take a Lark, 

Trap't the fair Madam and her Spark. 

Venus confounded, you muſt think, 

Chop'e down her hand to hide her Chink. 

eMars tardy-tane, at firſt did fret, 

Struggled, and flutter'd in the Net; 


The Scofter Scoft. 
And. ſtrongly did about him lay, 


Thinking by force to make his way : (1 
When finding *ewas beyond his ſtreſs, Ir 
He e'en was fain to acquieſce , I 


(For ſtriving made him but more faſt) x7 
And to entreaties fell at laſt. 


But fair words Vu{cap little heeded: 14 
He then to menaces proceeded, f 
Making a kind of mixt Orion, 

Half Kill, and Slay, half Supplication. a 


Hpolbo, *Tis very pleaſant faith! and ſo 
Vulcan (I warrant) lethim go. 

Merc. So far from that, that without ſhame, 
Civil regard to his Wives Fame, 


Or any ſenſe on's own diſgrace, 

He all the Gods unto the place 

Very judiciouſly has brought, 

To ſhew them what fine fiſh h'as caught ; 
Where now they are, and all become 
SpeRators of his Cuckolarme. | 


It: the mean time the loving pair, 


Seeing themſelyes thus caught 1'th' Snare, 
Hang 


The Dcoffer Dcolt. 
Hang down their heads, and with {hames wing, 
(For want of other covering) 

In baſhful bluſhes doexprels 
They fain would hide their nakedneſs. 
Apollo. But all this while is dirty-face 
£0 ſtupid, and ſo damn'd an Af, 
As not to bluſh inſuch a caſe, 
At publiſhing his own diſgrace ? 
Merc. Who he £ why heof all the reſt, 
Is the moſt raviſh't with the Jeſt , 
And bluſhes no where does diſcloſe, 
But where he alwayes does in's Noſe : 
Yet, though the ſight be but unſeemly, 
| envy this ſame Mars extreamly : 
To be ſurpriz'd in Bed with her, 
Who is of Goddeſles the Star, 
With whom no other can compare, 


For Gyeetly excellently fair ; 
Believ't Apollo is moſt rare ! 


And then tobe ty'd to her too, 
With Bonds that no one can undo; 
To her I ſay, than faireſt fairer, 

O that's more raviſhing and rarer ; 


I Apollo, 
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Apollo. Thou ſpeak'ſt ſo feelingly,l wis, 
With ſuch a tickling Emphaſis, 
As thadſt a mind to have it thought, 
Thou would thy ſelf be fain ſo caught. 
Merc. Marry, who doubts it: I, or elſe 
.Would I had Clapper loſt and Bells. 
Do bur go with me now, and ſee 
Bearty in her Captivity z 
And it thou bee'ſt not of my mind, 
I then (my fricnd) ſhall be inclin'd, 
Or to ſuſpe& that there may be 
Something in't of frigidity 
Or wonder that thy continence, 
Beholding ſo much excellence, 
Should be ſo conſtant, and ſo great , 
Which rare is ina Carrot-pate. 
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| Che-Scoffer Stoke, 
1 Se 4 


Funo and - Fupiter. 
Val ſtir (thou mighty God of Thander) 
| , | 
How thou canſt be content to have 


I cannot chooſe(methinks)but wonder 
Such an effeminate drunken Knave 


As Bacchas is to call thee Father ! 

If he were mine, I ſhould much rather 
Adopt, then ſuch a Rake-hell own, 

Aſoak't Dutch Swabbey for my Son. . 
A drunken whelp, whoſe whole delight 

Is Swiniſh ſwilling day and night, 

With a loud Crew of hair-brain-Jades; 

A knot of very fine Comrades : 

Yet good enough for him they be, 

And far more Maſculine than he : 

Whilſt to their Tabors, and their Pipes; 

He jolts about his ſwagging Tripes, 

With his hair criſp't ſo neat and fine, 

And crown'd with Chaplers of-the Vine, 
S Mote 


The 'Scoffer Seoft: - 

More like a Morru-dancer far, 

Than any Son of Jupiter. 
Fup. Yet this effeminate drunken Sor, 

This Swabber, and I can't tell whar, 

With which thy over liberal Clapper, 

Is pleas'd his merit to beſpatrer ; 

Has ina very little ſpace 

Conquer'd both Lyaia and Thrace, 


Which arc no common Victories : 


Nay of the Inazes too made prize, 

Afcer triumphantly he had +. 
Their huſling Kg a Captive made, 
For al.'s Bravadd's, and his Razts, , 

And his Life-guard of Elephants. 

Is this a deſpicable Son, | 

Who has ſo noble Conqueſts WON £ 

Nay, and (which yet appears more great) 
Without the puther, toy], and ſweat, 

The wounds, the blood, the ſmart, and pain, 
With which all others Conqueſts gain ? 

This fellow ſubjugates the Earth 

Ina perpetual roar of mirth, 


The Dcvffer Dcoft. 


Of any ſuch important 4natter z 
| Or plotting things of that high nature: 
And often (which is ſtranger yet) 
At times when he ſeems moſt unkic 
Either to a, or'tb'command; 
So drunk he can nor go, nor ſtand, 
And if at any time there are 


Any ſo impudent to dare 


Either to cenſure, or deſpiſe 
His Jovial Rztes and Myſteries, 


He takes them in his Lime-twipgps (treighr, 


And'teaches them ſo well to prate, 
That once (amongſt a wany other 
Revenges dire) he made a * Mother 

. Foran iwpiety like this 
Tear her own Iſſue piece Ly piece : 
And was not this, I fain would hear, 
Worthy the Son of Jupiter ! 
Anc if he be (as now adayes 
Mazy young people take il! wayes) 


: I 3 


Of fidling, dancing, wenching, drinking, 
When one would think he leaſt was thinking 


bl Agave. 
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A Toſs-pot, and a drunken feſt, 

It alwayes is athis own colt, 

And none (for all's Debauchery) 

Can ſay ſo mach as blegk's his eye. 

Beſides, if he ſuch things can do 

When drunk 4s Drum, or Wheelbarrowy, 

What would not this God of Ottober 

Perform, I prethee, when he's ſober ? 
June. Why this is wonderfully fine : 

Wil nor proceed to praiſe (friend mine) 

His rare invention of the Vine, 

That parent of accurſed Wine, 

After thou haſt, with thine own eyes, 

Beheld the many miſeries 

And miſchief that the world diſquiets, 

Fray's, Blood-ſbeas, Reſenes, Routs, and Riots, 

Brawls, Brabbles, Skreeks, the Devil and al, 

Of which it is th' Original ? 


And that it coſt the firſt * Boox-blade, 
To whom he this fine preſent made, 
Even his life, who had his brains 


% 


Fu i? 
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F#p.Piſh: piſh ! thou talk'ſt thou know'({t 
(not what: 


The Wine for this is not in fanlt; 
Tis not the Wine, but the exceſs, 
That cauſes all this wickedneſs. 
« Wine of it ſelf's a generous Juice, 
Of which the right, and mod'rate uſe, 
Quickens man's wit, and cheers his heart, 
Gives vigour unto every part, 
And the whole man with fire ſu pplies 
Both to deſign, and enterprize : 
But Jealouſie and Envy make 
Your Ladiſbip thus il! to ſpeak. 
There was a Semele, I trow, 
Who ſtill ſticks in thy ſtomach ſo, 
Thou elſe would'ſt have more wit, or ſhame, 


Than thus indifferently to blame, 
With thy eternal bibble babble, 
What's ill, with what is commen3able. 
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Sia LOGUR 


Venus and Cupid. 


Venus. [TR on (Str Love) ſince none is by 
But your ſinall Deity and I, 
I muſt examine you alittle, 
And tell me true unto a tittle 
Sirrah, it were your beſt, or elſe 
T'le jerk you with my Pantables: 
How comes it Youth to paſ's, that you , 
Who all the Deities ſubdue, 
And at thy pleaſure canſt make Noaazes 
Of every God, andevery Goddeſs ; 
Nay even me dolt ſo enflame, 
Who (Sh1it-breech) thy own Mother am : 
Bur yet Dame Pall;zs can'ſt not ſtir ; 
As if (forſooth) alone for her 
Tho! had'ſt no Arrows inthy Quiver, 
Nor yet a Torch to ſcinge her Liver ? 
Cupid. Why (to confeſs the truth) I ſpare her 
For no very good will I bear her : 
Put 
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But ſhe is ſuch a ſtrapping Jaae, 
Is ſadneſs, Mother, I'me afraid 
To meddle with her : T*other day 
I for her in cloſe ambuth lay, 

Anda convenient ſtand had gor, 
o Intending to have pinck't her coat; 
And to that end had choſe an Arrow 
(With which I ſcorn to miſs a Sparrow) | 
Had notch'c it, and without all dread 
Had drawn it alwoſt to the head, I - 
When by the ſnapping of a twigg, 
Eſpying me, ſhe look't ſo bigg, 
And did her Launce ſo fiercely brandiſh, 
My face turn'd whiter than your band is ; 
And I ſuch fear was ſtrook withal, 
That Bow and Shaft from hand did fall ; 


Nay, I my ſelf came tumbling down, l 
As ſhe had ſhot me witha frown , 
So ſuddainly, that, but my wings 
By voluntary flutterings 

Froke the wain fury of my fa:l, 

I think I'de broke my neck withal. 
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And yet wasnot the ſwelch ſo ginger, 

But that I ſprain'd wy little finger. 
Venwe.But Mars more dreadful is than ſhe 

For all her Launce, and Shield can be, 

His looks were terrible and grim ; 

Yet thou art not afraid of hum. 

Gapid.I twice dare him ere once offend her: 

He frankly does his arms ſurrender 

Tomy diſpoſe, nay very often 

Calls me his Iro»-fdes to ſoften : 

Whereas this ſour Pakof- Ambree 

Hufts it, and looks askew at me, 

And when the domineering Drab 

Beheld me like a half fledg'd Squab, 

Come fluttering headlong from the Bough ; 

Sirrah (quoth ſhe) (thou Beftard thou) | 

If with thy famous Archery, | 

Thou dar-it to make a Burt of me, | 

ATure thy ſelf my mortal Favelirn 

Shall ina moment be thy Navel ing «+ 

Or I will catch thee up by one | 


OF tholt fat ſtumps thou walk'ſt upon, 
And 


bl ( 
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And give your Regefbiy ſuch a ſwing, 
As (Monfteur Chitty-face) fhall fling 
You and your implements to Hell : 
And therefore ( Don) confidev well 
Whom thou attaqu'ft. Go Bird at other 
Ladies of pleaſure, ſhoot thy Mavher, 
She ſuch a conſtant friend to Love is, 
She'l take it for a Son-like office : 
But level not at me thy Tier : 
For if thou do'ſt (thou pore-blind killer) 
Þve told thee what thou art to fear, 
AndI will do it, as I'me here. 
Thus ſaid, ſhe /whichnot to diſſemble) 
Indeed law Mother, made me tremble, 
And that too with ſo fierce a look, 
As my poor heart could no way brook : 
Bur like a Aſpen leaf I ſhook , 
And ſtar'd, as I'de been planet-ſtroo, 
Which face ſo terrible appears 
In that ſame ſteel Monteer 07 nerd 
And then her Sk<1/d's to full of read, 


With that fl ft orgon . cad, 
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Which dreſt up in a Towr of Snakes, 
The fight ſo much more horrid makes, 
That the remembrance makes me ſweat z 
Was fiſþ! methinks I ſee it yet. 

Venus. Dame Palles, and Meduſs's head 
Are mighty dang'rous things indeed : 
Bur yet, for all this mighty fear, 

Thou nothing mak'ſt of Jupiter 

For all the Thunder he does bear. 

But (Strrab) after theſe excuſes, 

How comes ir, that the Nine fair Muſes, 
Who Gorgon's head, nor thunder have, 


0] (0 


Should ſcape thy darts, thou jupling Knave; 
Who, for all thou todo art able, 
Do ſtill remain invulnerable, 
Cupid. Why,faith I do thoſe Damſels ſpare, 
Out of the reverence that I bear 
To their good ſinging ; who when I 
Happen intotheir Company, 
Sing we, and that without intreaties, 
Such doxxcts, Maarigals,and L ittics, 


As raviſhine to tel] you p'aiuly, 


For yuu knuw Þ love Pallads mainly, 
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I then were an ingrateful Dog, 
Should I thoſe Virgins ſer agog 


With a mad flame, that nothing dreads, 
And make them looſe their Maidenheads: 
By which their voices every one 
Would be foul crack't, nay ſpoil'd and gone. 
Venx. But what has Dame Diaxa done, | 
That thou ſhould'ſt ler her too alone ? 
Which way has ſhe ſwall (LD uiver- bearer ) 
Oblig'd thy Deity to pareher ? : 
 Fupia, Oh that Doneella, by reſation, 7 , 
Is rane up with another paſſion. 
Venus, What paſſion's that of Love takes place? 
Cupid, Why ſhe's enamour'd of the Chace, 
Whegein the luſty; well-breath'd Dame +, 
So faſt purſues the flying Game , wit 
The Hart, and Hind, the Buck, and Doe, +. 
And skirs through Woods, and Forreſts fo, 
That ſhould [ ſtalk at her a year, 
I ne're ſhould pet a ſhoot at her, 


And to purſue her is no boot, 
The Damſcl is too ſwift of foot ; 


The Scofer Scolt. 
But for her Brother, that Prince Prigg, 
Forall his dainty ſanded Wigg, 

And that he ſhoots at fourteen-ſcore, 


I think 
Venus. Thou need'ſt to ſay no more ; 


Thy bolts have off his ſides been thumping, 
I know thy meaning by thy mumptng. 


The Judgment of Paris. 
DIALOGUE 


Jupiter, Mercury, Paris, 4nd the three 
| | Goaaeſſes. 
Top. EY!{Lacquay Mzrcwry) appear / 
Mere. & © 1s't like yowr Miſty, 1'me here. 
Fopie. Here(Sirrah) take this golden Apple 

And go where Pars tends his Cattle 
On Ida's top, to that ſmug Pars, 
Whoall the Shepheards much more fair is, 
That ſmooth-fac't Trojan, and acquaint him, 
That I of Beaty Judge appoint him, 


Becauſe 


| The Scoffer Seoft. 
Becauſe he isa pretty feHow, 
And ſometimes makes his Neighbours yellow , 
And that he knows, thoagh clad in frock, 
A Woman from « Weather-cock. 
Come ( fair owes) come, what are you doing? 
It is high cime that you were going ; 
I'le not be Judge, I ſwear, that's flac z 
Tehink I know enough for that: 
For if I ſhould decide the ftrife 
Betwixt my Daughters and my Wife, 
Such watters Lam ſo expert in, 
That two I ſhould offend, that's certain! 
And to be plain, I mainly dread, 
Pulling ax old houſe «re my head. 
Then fithence I can pleaſe bur one, 
I will e'ne fairly let t'alone : 
For you are three that for it grapple, 
And you all know there's but one Apple, 
And I could wiſh, were'r I that gaveir, 
That every one of you might have it : 


But none of you necd doubr appear 
Before this new Lord Chanceller, 


© Thr 'Scoffer Scokt. 
Don Pari, who is to decide 
Your controverhe upon Ie, 


Though Chaxceries admit no; Fury ; 

For he's a King's Son Iaſſure ye, 

Deſvended from an honeſt Breed, 

Own Colin here. t0-(zanrmede, 

So upright and ſomriocent; ; ! .»(212] 51 1 

That you all oughtt@'reſt content; -. 0,7 -® 

And have no reaſon tdeſthew him;- ':: + 

But wholly pat themaner:co him. < 1 7 
Venus. Gor my garr;: Father Jophe 

I am content, and un fo Far ' » | 44h 

From queſtioning, mach wore refuſing y 

Any for Fudge is ohhywhooſing;” 

That I ſhould never doubothe matter, 

Were Momus (cf the Arbitrator, | 

And willingly to this ſubmit, 

Who, it he have oreyes, or wit, 

Will ſurely underſtand the duty , 

That he, and ail men owe to Beauty ; * 

And if my Rivals doconſent, 

For my part I am moſt content. 


Fune.l from the Sentence ſhall not budge, 
Though Mars himſelf were to be Faage, 
Although thy Paramour he be, 

And likely to inclineto thee. 
Jupit. Art thou Mzzerve too agreed? 


She bluſhes, and holds down her head, 


Cut modeſty*s the Maiden's grace ; 
Beſides I hate a brazen face, 

And thou wert vertuoully rear'd, 
Maias ſbould be ſeen they ſay, not heard. 
Therefore I ſee thou're too content, 
And modeſt filence gives conſent. 
Goon then ina happy hour, 

And iet not thoſe who loſe look ſowre, 
Stomack award, nor bear a grudge 
To him whom I have made your Judge : 
For there is but one Golden Ball, 
Which can't be given to you all, 

Nor yet can ſeveral Beauties (trike 
The young mans |:king all alike , 

And therefore he mult giv't to one, 

Or keep't himſelf, and give it none. 
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Merc,Come now y'ave heard your charge, I 

Let us be jogging, Ladies gay, (pray, 

And ſet forth towards Phrgta; - 

I'le lead the beſt and neareſt way, 

That you may neither ſtop nor ſtay, 

For ſuch wild Cattle often ſtray. 


And for the bus'neſs of the Ball, 
Never concern your ſelves at all, 


I know this Pars well enough, 
And of his dealing have had proof : 
He is a very honeſt Tounker, 
A bonny Lad, anda greas Puncker 
As out on's ſight did ever thruſt his —— 
I warrant you. he'l do you juſtice. 
Venus, The CharaFfter thou g1v'ſt the Youth, 
. Does even raviſh me in truth, 
I've heard none ſuch this many a day : 
But is he marry*d, prethee ſay ? 
Aerc. He was a Batchellor laſt Friday ; 
® 0-nene. But he a * Sweet-heart has on 14s, 


If I miſtake not ; bur ſhe is 
80me courſe, ſome home-ſpun, Ruſtick piece, | 
That 


The Scoffer Dcoft. 
That only now and then attends him, 
To draw the humor out offends him, 
--A neceſſary piece of wea'th, 
To keep his body in good hea:th, 
With whom he playes to help digeſtion : 


But what makes thee to ask that queſtion ? 
4 


Ven, I know not how it came to pals, 
Of ſomething elſe I thinking was. 
Pallas.Y ou nimble (Monſieur Merc'ry) there 
Captain Conduttor, do you hear, 
You ill diſcharge your cruſt (1 crow) 
To hold diſcourſe, and whiſper ſo 
With Madam Venue on the way ; 
Is that in your Commiſſion, pray ? 
Merc. Why, if to paſs the time we chat , 
What can you (e Madam) make of that ? 
'Twas no ſuch ſecrer, never fear it, 
That we talk't of, but you may hear it : 
the only ask*t if Paris were 
A marry*'d man, or Batcheller, ; 


Pallas, And good-now, what is that to her? 
Merc. Nay, what know I (my Lady (ine) 
She ſayes it was without Celign, 
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Pallas. And is he warry*d ? 

Merc. I think not; 
For why ſhould he be ſuch a Sor, 
As to go tye himſelf to one, : 
When all he ſpeaks toare his own ? 

Pal)as.What ! is the fellow a meer Bumkin? |, 
A down right Clod, or has he ſomething 
Of honor and ambition in him; 

For thou it ſeems haſt often ſeen him ? 

Merc,Why faith ! the Fellow being young, 
Of a&ive limbs, and pretty ſtrong, 

And beirg Son unto a K ing, 

I think he wou!d give any thing, 

Nay (on wy Conſcience) half his Cattle, 
To fignal:ze himſelf in Bactle, 

And would beglad 'mong? armed Bands, 
To ſhew how ta!l he is on's hands, 
Alwayes provided in the caſe 

The Royſters would not ſpoil his face, 

Venrs, Why, look you now, I can connive at 
Your two diſcourſirg thus in private, 


Who though you have much longer chatted , 
Yet you ſte Þ'me not anpry at it, 


I'me 
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I'me of another kind of nature, 


-And no ſuch froward, ſi nappiſh Creature. 
Merc. Nor is there cauſe here, I aſfure ye, 


To put your Laaiſhip in fury ; 

For all ſhe ask*t we was no more 
"But juſt the ſame you did before, 
And I return'd in anſwer too 

The ſame to her I did to you : 

Bur yer this little ſnapping Fray, 
Has he'p*t well onward on our way 3 
Help't us well onward only, ſaid 1! 
Why we're paſt ail the Stars already, 
And over Phrygia now are come, 

And ſo, fair Ladies, welcome home. 
And ſee, ſweet Charges, I have ſpy'd 
The famous Mount yclepcd la, 


And now I come a little nigher, 
I think I ſee your Apple-ſquire. 


Juno. Where abouts is he, prethee ſhew , 


For hang me if I ſee him now £ 


Merc. A little on your leſt hand, Madam, 
Driving his Flocks I think to ſhade *um. 
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O'chy fide of the high Mountain yonder, 
You there may ſee your Coſtard-monger. 
His flock lies open to your view, 
And yonder is his Cabbin too. 

Fwuno.W here is this Youngſter with a Pox, 
I ſee no Cabbins, nor no Flocks, 

Merc. A better pair of eyes Jove ſend ye, 
I doubt your Boox-grace does offend ye, 


Your Maid*nhead hangs not in your light, 
Fove is too good a Carpet Knight; 

I ne*re ſaw thi like in all my dayes, 

Why he's as plain as Noſe on face. 

Guide youreye by my finger here, 

Do you not ſee ſome Flocks appear 


Comming from out yon Rocks, pray (| peak, 
And one with Sheep-hook on his neck, 
Sending his Curr to ferch 'um in 2 
They'r plain enough ſure to be ſeen ! 
Funo. Oh, now I ſee'm, is that the Youth ? 
Merc. That eMadam's even he in truth : 
Pur now that weare got ſo near, 
I think it good diſcretion were, 


That 
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That ere we further go, we here 


Do make our ſtop, and light, for fear, 


Leſt whilſt on us he leaſt is ſtuddying, 
Flutt'ring about his ears 0'thy ſadden, 
We ſhould perhaps affright him ſo 
That the poor Shepheard ſhyuld not know, 
Nor what to think, nor what todo. 
And he, who to determine is, 
Of ſuch a Tickle-poiant as this, 
Had need to have his wits about him. 
Funo. Which if he have, I nothing doubt him. 
$0 now w*are down, and now { pray, 
Let gooddy Venus lead the way, 


For doubtleſs ſhe, of all the reſt, 
Mot reaſon has to know ir beſt, 


As having oft to feed her vices, | 
Been here to ſeek her friend Anchiſes. 3 


' Venus,Well Governeſs of Heav'ns Commander, 


Itis well known thy tongue's no ſlander, 


Slander to her who ſlander broaches, 
I ſcorn both thee, and thy reproaches. 


Mere. Fy ! (Ladies) fy ! is this your breeding, 


To ſquatEle now you come to pleading ! 
K 4 Fit 
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But I ſkall this diſpute decide, 

I my own ſelf will be your guide ; 

For I remember well when Fove 

Unto young Gerimede made love, ' 

T often on this Hill did light 

To ſee the little Favourite, 

To bring him Plums, and Mackaroons , 
Which welcome are to ſuch ſmal] Grooms, 
And when he carry'd him away, 

I flew about *um all the way, 

To hold him up, and we muſt be 

Neer to the place; for now I ſee 

(Or I miſtake) the very Rock 

Where he ſate piping to his flock, 
When 7wpiter in ſhape of Eagle, 

Came the young ſtripling to inveigle, 
And ſeizing him like any Sparrow, 
With his beak holding his Tiare 
Tomake him ſure, as ſwift as Hobby 
He bare him into Heavens Lobby, 


Whi:it the poor Zoy, haif dead with far, 
Writh'd back ro view his Spir.ter, 
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And then it was, that he let fall 

_ The Flute he.piping was withal, 
| When, who will no gain let go by, 
Seeing my time, catch't up the Hoboy : 
But here is your Commiſſioner 
«Of Oyer, and of Terminer, 
Let's civilly ſalute him, pray, 
And give his Loraſbip time o'th* day. 

Good day, chou top of Shepheards Fame, 

Pars. To thee (fair Son) I wiſh the ſame. 

What Ladies are theſe pretty faces, 

Thou lead'ſt into theſe deſert places ? 

They are too fine, and tender ſure, 

Theſe ſcratching Brambles co endure. 

Merc.Ladies! thou{Paris) moov'ſt wy laughter 

They'r Deities ev'r y Mothers Daughter. 

You have before you, I'de have you know, = 5 
Venus, Minerva, and Queen Juno. »n 
Tis truth I cell you (Sir) and I 

Am Cavaliero Mercury, 

What ! thou tu-n*t colour (my good friend) 


And ſeem'it robe ai thy wits end; 


a 4a 


Take 
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Take courage ( Pers )I exhort thee, 

We arenot hither come to hurt thee ; 

But cauſe thy Judgment we approve, 

'Bove others in affairs of Love, 

And know thee for a Fornicator, 

We come to make thee Arbitrator, 

' Of a long ſuit theſe Goadeſſes 

Depending have i'th* Common-pleas, 

About priority of Beaury : 

And therefore (Pars) do thy duty. 

As to the reſt the Vidors meed, 

Thou may'ſt about this Apple read. 
Paris. Let's ſee't, Hump ! what is written here? 

Grve this unto the Faireſt Fair. 

Great Gods! how ſhould a mortal wit 

Be able to determine it ! 

Too mean wans skill without diſpute is, 

To judge of your immortal Beauties ! 

To judge of ſuch Celeſtial Laſles, 

A Swains capacity ſurpaſſes ! 

Or if that any humane wit 

Were capable of doing it, 
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Some Courtier it ſhould be no doubt, 
Much rather than a Collin Clout. 
If I were put to1t to te! | 


Which of my ſheep does bear the Bell; 
Or co point out the faireſt Goat ; 

I'de gueſs-with any fora Groat 3 

And I have ſuch good Judgment in it, 
That peradventure I might win it : 
But theſe are Beauties ſo divine, 

And all with ſuch perfe&ions ſhine, 
That a man's eye has much ado 

T'leave one to look on theother two : 
But with the firſt's ſo captivated, 

From thence he hardly can tranſlate it ; 
But *tis there riveted, concluding 

That faireſt is without diſputing. 
Beſides (to ſpeak the truth) my ſight 
So dazzled is with ſomuch light 

Of Heav'nly Beauty, that I vow. 
TIwoeyes methinks are not enow ; 


Fuc I at ſuch a time as this 
Wouid keal! eyes, as Arg 1s, 4 
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With fuller ſight to look upon 

So much, ſo rare perfe&ions. 
And yet, ev'n in that ſtate, I fear, 
One being wife to Fupirer, 

The other two his Daughters, I 
Should do very imprudently, 


In a conteſt of this high nature, 
As this for preference of Feature, 
Either tomeddle, or to make : 
Bur as they brew, ſo let *um bake, 

Merc. You ſometimes may diſcretion ule, 
But here you can nor will, nor chooſe ; 
Jupiter ſayes it ſhall be ſo, 

And what that means you needs muſt know, 
'Tis then in vainto prate, and babble, 
His orders are irrevocable. 

Paris. Why then have at 'um ! and let thoſe 
Whoſe luck *ewill be the prize to loſe, 

Plame their il! foreune, and not me , 


For I can pleaſe but one of three. 


Merc.Nay tliey'r all bound to that already, 
To judgment therefure, ans kc ſpeedy. 
Pirms. 
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Paris, Why ſeeing that it mult be ſo, 

Stand out ( fair Ladzes) all arow: 
* Butfirſt(Sir Mercary) T would know 
If I may ſee 'um nak'd or no : 
For womens chief perfeQions do 
, Lye underneath their cloths below, 

Which they muſt either naked ſhow, 
And ſtrip themſelves from top to toe, 
Andev'ry Goddef; lay her tail 
As bare, and naked as my nail, 
That I may ſee out of the caſe, 
A!l things as well as hagds as face ; 
Or I ſhall never be ſo wiſe, 
Where can have no uſe of eyes, 
With Juſtice to award the prize, 

Merc, Why thou art Dominu fadtotum, 
And may'ſt at will unpetticoat.'um. 

Paris. Why then, if I may rule the roaſt, 
I affe& naked women moſt, 
And therefore Merc'ry ſo preſent *um, 
] may ſee all that Fove has ſent uw, 

Merc, Cowe Ladies, b:anch you to vour £ins, 

'Tis Eut a penance for your fiv*, 


And 
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And what you are oblig'd todo ; 
Your Governour will have it ſo. 
And whilſt your Judge with learing eyes 
Tnto each chink and cranny pries, 
Of all your curioſities, 
Vle beſo civil, or ſo wiſe, 
Leaſt any miſchief ſhould ariſe, NHK 
To turn my back, which is of all 
Reſpeds the moſt unnatural ; 
And whilſt your treaſures you diſplay, 
Turn my Calves-head another way. 

Venus. Why an't be for your Worſhips eaſe, 
You may Cen doſo if you pleaſe : 
But otherwiſe (wy modeſt Don) 
Some here can abide looking on, 


And though you are a nimble one, 
Let our apparel but alone, 

And there is nothing I dare ſay, 
Your modeſty can ſteal away. 

In the mean time Gramercy Pars ! 
He loves I ſee that play thart fair is, 
And moſt judiciouſly has ſpoken ; 
He will not buy a Pig 4 poke in: 


But 
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But wiſely will bring all things out, 
And ſee within doors, and withour, 
And I will ſhew thee ſuch a ſight, 
That if thou haſt anappecite, 
And art indeed a true bred Cock, 
When I pull off wy Cambrick Smock, 
"Shall make thee glory in thy being, 
And bleſs Fove for thy ſenſe of Seeing: 
Thou'lt then ſee | not only have 
Eyes, cheeks, and lips, that can enſlave, 
And outward beauties (orelſe ſome lye) 
As captivating, and as comel y, 
As either Juno's here, or hers, 
Who ſtand my fair Competitors : 
But ſucha skin ſo ſmooth and ſupple, 
Of leggs ſo whitea parting couple, 
Such knees, ſuch thighs, and ſuch a Buzz, 
And ſuch a, ſuch a Modicums, 
Shall make thy melting mouth to water, 
Perhaps by fits for ſeav'n years aſter. 


Pal.Take heed(young Parts):thou'rt a Aovice, 


And that the cunning Dame of Love is ; 
Look 
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Look not upon her, 'cis not beſt, 
Until ſhe have put off her Ceſt ; 
For ſhe's a Sorcereſs, and carries 
Enchantents in it, e Monſieur Pars. 
She's nought but treachery and treaſon, 
Nor to ſay truly is it reaſon, 
Now that herBeazty's brought to th' teſt, 
That ſhe ſhould come ſo finely dreſt, 
Likea patch'c Mznx, and painted Whore: 
Bue when ſhe comes her Judge before, 
As ſhe came into th? world, I take it, 
Should appear open, plain, and naked, 
Stript of her pouncings, and devices, 
Her ſhifts, her cricks, and artifices. 
Pars.Troth ſhe ſpeaks reaſon,come lay by 
That tawdry Girdle preſently. 
Venus. Make her her Helmet then lay by, 
She ſhall be ſtrip'c as well as I, 
There's noenchantwent in my Ceſt : 
Bur that ſame Cask has ſuch a Cre/?, 


As 1senouph to look on it, 


To fright a Shepherd out on's wit. 
Sure 
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Sure ſhe's afraid that her blew eyes 
Want power to obtain the prize,. 
And if ſhe finds they cannar do'r, 
She means to fright, or beat thee to'r, 
And I commend her wiſdom truly, 
For her blew eyes will come off blewly. 
Pallas, No, I as thee as ſoon will ſtrip, 
. And for to pleaſe your Ladiſbip, 
There lies the over-awing Greff. 
Venus. Tis very brave, and there's my Geft. 
Funo, Fie,what a cedious work you make it» 
Let's ſtrip, I long to be ſtark naked; 
And now we naked are (Sir Peri) 
Conſider pray which the moſt fair is. 


Paris. I marry here's a ſight worth ſceing, 
Though one had ſpent's eſtate in feeing, 
Oh what rare fleſh, what excellencies 
What dainty, Super-dainty wenches, 
What a brave Laſs is Madain Pal : 
What ſtate duces Fruno move withai ! 
By which 'cis evident they are, 
Danghter and Wife to Fuptter, 
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But Venw is indeed a Pear]; 
Did ever wan ſee ſuch a Girle ? 
Oh what a lovely face is there : 
What criſ; ped locks of Amber hair / 
What a white neck!what Breaſts! what ſhoulders: 
Belly ! and Back tocatch beholders ! 
What hips! what haunches ! what care thighs ! 
Enough to make the dead to riſe ! 
To which, in love{'me not ſoſkmple, 
Bar-to obſerve ſhe has a dimple, 
And ſucha one, as who would not 
Put all his fleſh intothe Pot ! 
In fine (as good Sir Martyn fayes) 
] have not wit enough to praiſe 
The ſeveral Beauties, and the Graces, 
Adorn them all in all their places. 
The ſight whereof's a happineſs 
Too great for tongue, or pen t'expreſs : 
Nay, any one of them would be 
Too much for mortal eye toſee. 
Yer ſince the mighty Jupiter 
Has my poor Judgment priz'd ſo far, 
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As ſimple mea Fudge to make ; 
Thatinmy choice I mayn't miſtake, 
Znd thruſt, like over-greedy Sor, 
My Spoon into th'wrong Porridge-pot, 
Better to manifeſt my Art, 
Ie ſtudy every oneapart, 
And view *um one by one at leaſure, 
(Which alſo will prolong my pleaſure.) 
For in beholding them in Muſter, 
They do confound me ſo with luſtre, 
I ſhall my reputation looſe, 
And ne*re know rightly how to chooſe. & 
Venus. Content, my cauſe I nothing doubt, * 
And ſtare till both thy eyes ſtart out. 
Paris. Why then let Madam Juno ſtay, 
She's the beſt Woman (by my fab) 
And whilſt her beauties I admire, 
Tle have the other two retire. 
Funo,Come on (Sir Paru) now ſurvey me, 
And turn me round, as thou wouldſt ha 'me, 


I''e ſtand, or lye, as thou doſt pray me, 


And moppe too, if thou'lt not betray me, 
L 2 But 
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Butwhen thou round about haſt ey'd-me, 
High, low, between, and ev'ry ſide me, 
(Young Paris) I would thee adviſe, 
In loving and in courteous wiſe, 
To think that thy preſerment lies, 
In thy awarding me the prize, 
And though I need not bribe, nor ſue, 
For that I know ta be my due z 
Yet if thou*lc favour we this day, 
Ile make thee King of Aſia. 
Paris, Troth I am not ambitious Madam, 
And as for Kingdemss if T had 'um, 
To King-it paſſes my poor $kill, - 
And I ſhould be a Shepheard ſtil] : 
But this the ſhort is, and the long," 
I'le do your Majeſty no wrong, 
And now I've ſeen what I defire, 
Pe p'cas'd I pray you to retire; 
And ſend me Lady Palls hither, 
For I can't deal with two togerher. 


Pallzs, Here {thou beſt Judge of beſt deſerts) 
Contemplate on Minerva's parts; 


— 


|. 
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T hope, or thou deſerveſt whipping, 


» Thou w:lc give me the golden Pippin, p 
Which if thou doſt ( Touth mark me well ) | 
Te render thee invincible: 

And whether thou with doughty Knight, | 
Arm'd, or unarn'd, ſhal: enter flight ; 
; | 


Nay with a Gyazt, or an Fttin, 
Thou ever ſhatr be ſure to beat bim. 

Paris. Lady, | never did delight in 
This ſcurvy dang*rous thing, call'd fighting, 
And therefore ſha[l not be a dealer 


In the commodity call'd valour. | K© . 
Beſides wy Fathers Kingdoms are He 
Quiet (thanks be to Fove) from War ; ' 


I witha Taylor play'd indeed 
At Cudgels, but he broke my head : 


And have ſuch ſcurvy luck in Battle, 

I rather had by talf trend Cattle: 

But though 1'me but a Country peaſant, 
Ile not be brib'd with gift, nor preſent, 
And yer I can't but thank you ſti' 


(Fize Madam) for your great good wi l, 
[. 3 Which 
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Which I ſo kindly take, I ſwear, 
My Equity you need not fear : FG: 
For I'ledo Juſtice, right or wrong, 
And there's an end of an old Song, 
But ro adviſe you Ile be bald, 
Pray d'on your cloths for taking cold, 
And your ſteel Cap will do no harm, 
To keep your learned Heaaprece warm, 
And pray as hence you do go from me, 
Send Madam Venus hither to me. 
Venus, Here's Venxs that you call for ſo ; 
SUrvey me now from top to-toe, 
And if thou find'ſt when thou haſt view'd me, 
Any one wrinckle more than ſhoo'd be, 
Or if my Bunm have any flawes in't, 
IVe give thee leave to put thy noſe in'c, 


Ple tell thee withont fraud or guile, 
I have, and for no little while, 
(Having tane note of thy deſerr, 
And what a pretty fellow th'art, 


Thy youth, thy feature, ſhape, and faſhion) 
Had on thee very great compaſſion, 
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Toſee thee tending rotten flocks 

Amongſt theſe ſblitary rocks; 

Great Cities, nor Aſſemblies heeding, 
Where young men uſe to get their breeding : 
But waſting here thy time in Caverns, 

*Which would be better ſpent in Taverss, 
What's to be learn't amongſt theſe Groves, 

By ſtill converſing with thy Droves, 

I prethee ſay, and do not lye, 

But ignorance, and clownery /! 

What pleaſure's in this rural life ! 

'Tis time that thou had'ſt got a wite, 

Or which is better « fine Mrs : ) 
Not ſome courſe Swx-burnt Frull, | wis. | 
But of fam'd Hrgos ſome rare piece, | 
Of Corinth, or ſome Town in Greece, > 
Such as the Spartan Helew is, | 
Her Sexes pride and Maſterpiece, | 
As handſome Paris is of his. ) 
And who (I know it) is as free, 

Buxome, and amorous as he. 
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And if the little wanton Tit 
But ſaw thee once, I'me ſure of it, 
She would both home and Husband quit 
To follow thee for dainty Bit ; 
She would both love and long ſo ſore. 
Did'ſt never hear of her before ? ) 
Pars. No, never ſyllable (I vow) 
But very fain would hear it now. 
Venus, Why, ſhe is daughter to that * fair 
For whom our am'rous Fupiter 
Transform'd himſelf into a Sway, 
Her Maiden-head for to trapan, 
Pars. And is ſhe wonderfully fair ? 
Venus. Why what a Country queſtion's there! 
How ſhould ſhe, canſt thou think, be other, 
Having a Swan unto her Mother ? 


Nor is ſhe groſs, you may ſuppoſe, 
Whom an egg-ſhell did once encloſe. 
Had'ſt ſeen her once wreſtle a prize 
Naked, as *tis her Country guiſe, 


[ dare moſt conſident!y ſwear, 


Thou'dt long to iry a fall with ler. 


Already 
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Already theyyr at warsabour her, 
For Theſews like a boiſtrous ſuiter, 

"To Spirit her away made bold, 
When ſhe was but poor ten years old, 
A lit:le ſnotry Chitterlize ; 


So 


| | , Pur now ſhe's quite another thing. 


A Mirac.e I do proteſt, 
Her Beauty with her Age's increaſt , 


That ſhe is now the only Mzſs 

Of all the ſpruce young blades of Greece. 
A thouſand Suitors ai have ſought her, 
But e Merelarns now has ot her 3 

Yet for a!l that, ſhew me but favour 

And ſay the word, and thou ſhalt have her. 


Par. How canT have her (that's a Jeaſt!) 
When ſhe is married thou ſayſt ? 


Ven Is that a thing to be ſo wondred ? 
'Tis the leaſt matter of a hundred ; 
For that Man never ſcratch thy pate, 
] can do preater Feats than that, 
Inthe mean time (Szr) by your leave, 


Y.u'r a meer Aovice ] perceive, 
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Paris. But which way you intend to go 
About it (Madam) would know. 
Venus. Why the deſign of it is this, 
Thou ſhalt go travel into Greece, 
Wherein thy main pretence ſhall be 
Only for curioſity, 
To ſee what chou haſt heard the Fame on : 
And when thou com'ſt to Lacedemon, 
Ere thou'rt well got into thy Inn, 
I'me certain that the lovely Ducen 
Will forthwith make her Hen-peck't Spouſe, 
Send to invite thee to his Houſe, 
Which is as fair, as fair can be; 
And for the reſt leave that to me. 
Paris, Why I will try my luck in Godale ; 
But it wont ſink into my noddfe 
That ſuch an admirable piece, 
The very flower, and pride of Greece, 


And a great Queen, as that you mean, 
Should be ſo impudent a 2 uecaen, 


To leave her Country, and her Hopey, 
To whom ſhe's join'd in Matr tmory, 


And 
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And run away with ſuch s one 

- | As1, a ſtranger, and unknown, 
 Venw. Why, 1 confeſs it ſomething odd is, 
But there's the power of a Goddeſs. 

And that's a trifck that 1 defie 

Beſt on *umall rodo but I. 

Now I two Sons have you muſt know, 

Which theſe miracuJous feats can do: 

Of which the one by Art is able 

To make a party amiable, 

And th*other has the power to move, 

Who ſees that lovelineſ$ to love. 

In order then to this deſign 

I mean to place theſe Brats of mine, 

Who are t'effe&t this enterprize, 

One of them (Pars) in thine eyes, 

And th'other I'le convey by art 


Into fair Heler's render heart : k. 2 
Which being order'd (by my troth) 
The Devil muſt be 1a you both, 


If what remains, do want fulfilling, 
When both of you are made ſo willing. 
Pur 


The Scoffer Scokt. 
But yet on ſurer grounds to go | 


(For One can't be too ſure you know) 

Ile give thee two ſtrings to thy-Bow, 

And thou ſhalt have with thee the Graces, 
(Three very pretty little Laſſs, 
Who can do much in ſuch like Caſes ) 0 


In thy adventure to attend thee , 
Whoſe Services will much befriend thee ; 


For they to grace thee not deſpifing, 
Shall daily waic upon thy riſing, 


(And never Afizn Cavalters 
Could boaſt they had ſuch Ghambrieres) 


Where dreſſing thee each day, the whiles 
One tricks thy face in winning ſiniles, 
With greater power to accoſft her ; 
Th'others in ſucha ſwimming poſture 
Thy arms, and hands, thy legps, and feer, 
In ſuch a graceful mean ſhall ſer, 

As ſhall if Ne[ have any ſence, 

So tickle her Concupiſcence, 


That ſhe will run the whole world over 
Wi k ſ:cha rare accompliſh't Lover. 


Parti. 
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Par. Theſe are fine promiſes indeed ; 
And though Fove knows how I ſhall ſpeed, * 
Yet I'me ſo raviſht with this geere, 
That I already burn to ſee'r ; 
And you have (Madam) ſet m'ambition 
$0 hot upon this Expedition, 90's 
That 'ere a man can ſay what's this, | 
Methinks I'me travelling to Greece, 
Aw come to Sparts, ſafe as way be, 
Have ſeen, attacqut and won the Laay ; 
Who having with her Fewels lin'd me, - N 
And being lightly whipt behind me, "hs 
None to our Journey being privy, 
Am poſting her to Troy Tantivy, 
All which does in my mind ſo run, 
That I am mad it is not done. 

Ven Soft ! do not ſpur too faſt your dapple, 
Till firſt y*avegiven me the Apple. 
There lies my Service's rewarding, 
That I muſt have or e!ſe no bargain, 
Then give it me, I preethce doe. 
Come, come, thou know!lt it is my:due, 
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[elſe ſhall either fret, and fume, or 
So muſty be, and out of humour, 
That the event is to be doubted, 
Iſt ne're go cheerfully about it. 
And then be ſure no good can come, 
For one muſt never go Hem-drum 
About ſo nice a work as this is ; 
Bur it is mettle carries eMiſſes, 
And therefore without more protraftion, 
Give me this litele atisfation, - « 
And (Paris) when thou com'ſt to bedding, 
Oh how I letrip-it at thy wedding, 
Paris, Nay, you'r a Jzgger,we all know; 
But if you ſhould deceiveme now / 
FVenw.Who,I deceive thee ! never fear me: 
Bur if thou art diſtruſtfu], ſwearme, 
Paris. No, that ſecurity's too common, 
Beſides, Oaths never binda woman : 
But (e Madam) if you can afford 
Once more to promiſe on your word, 
That I ſhall have this bonny Nelly, 
More of my mind I theo ſhall tell ye. 


Venus. 
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Venus, Why then know all menby theſe preſents, 
That ſpite of Princes, Courtiers, Peaſants, 
» | Ladall, both man and woman kind, 
] here my ſelf moſt firmly bind, 
To give thee Helen, pride of Greece, 
Tobe thine own Lyndabriaes. 
That I will pay down Sperte's Spouſe _ f 
In the now very due'ling Houſe 
Of Szpnior Priam K:1ns of Troy, 
And then (Sir Paris) give you joy. 
Nay, I do bind my ſelf beſide, 
To be in perſon mine thy Guide, 
And will (fince chy Wit won't ſuffice) 
Carry on the whole enterprize. 
Paris. You my requeſt are gone beyond, 
I (Madam) did demand no Bond. 
And will you bring your Cap1ds too , 
(My lovely Dame) along with you ? 
Venxs.Piſh ! never doubt it man! Ile do'r, 
Defire, and Hymes too to boot. 


Paris. Then call the others in that went hence, 


That I way noiy proceed to Sentence, 
; Fair 


® The 
Goddeſs 
Diſcor- 
dias 
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Fair Goddeſſes I pray dray near, pt 
Fupiter has imploy'd me here, 
In ſuch a very nice affair, EEDOE 


So much indeed againſt the bair, 
That had his Majeſty thought fit 
To haveexempted me from it, 
I would have given or I'me a Knave ) 
A ſcore of the beſt Ews I have : 
Bur ſince he's pleas'd to have it ſo, + | 
I muſt perforce obey you know.s. 
Yet ere I do pronounce the Sentence, 
Let me upon this ſmall acquaintance; 
Entreat the loſers to be civil, 
And at my hands not take it evil 
If I Like one above the reſt, 
I cannot help it I proteſt, 
Here isa Golden Apple here, 
Which mult be thought ſuch price to bear 
(Through cunning o'th' malicious * Donor ) 
That none forſooth muſt be the owner, 
But ſhe whois the faireſt fair ; 


W hen from my heart, I vow and ſwear, 
And 
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And without fraud, or flattery, 
There is nor one of ail you three, 
For whom a Buſhel's nat oo few, 
Had bur your Beau:ies half their Que. 
Which Beauties (gencle adams) 1 

, Conſider'd have 1npartial.y, 
And find them all excellent, 
That truly [ could be contenf, 
Were it conſiſtent with my duty, 
To give to each the prize of Beauty : 
Burt I amcy'd, whea all is done, 
T'award it only unto ane. 
Now Vezws being in thoſe parts, 
Which have the greateſt pow'r o'ce hearts, 
The moſt exaAly ſhape of all, 
I judge to her the Golden Ball, 


Juno: Learnedly ſpoke, [ had not card 
Tf Pallas here had been pref=r'd; 
But to beſtow it on that Trepes, 


Ir mads me ! 
Pall.es. , Hang him Jack an-apes, 


M DIALOGUE, 
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Wii LGGUE 
Mars and Mercury. { 


Mars. Aſt heard o'th' loud Rhodomontade 
- 1 That t'other day Fupiter made 6 

Which was, that if we on this faſhion, 
Daily provok't his indignation 3 
He would, if anger d once again, 
From Heav'n to Earth let down a Chain, 
With which he up to him would hale 
Mankind, the Elements, and all, 

With ſuch a mighty ſtrength, that though 
Weall had hold of it below, 

And pull'd to ſtay't, we could not doo'r, 
But he would pull us up to boot. 

Now I muſt needs confeſs, no one 

Of all us Deities alone, 

Is able near, unleſs he liſt, 

Tograpple with his Mutrons(iſt : 

And he will loſe, whoever vies 

With him at any Exerciſe : 
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But to imagine, that all we 

So brave a jolly Company, 

Joyn'd alcogether, ſhon!d not be 
As ſtrong, nay ſtronger far than he, 
In eruth, in him I do conceive it 


, An arrogancy to believe it, 


And vanity devoid of wit, 

So openly to publiſh ir. 

And yer for all his mighty vaunting, 

His domineering, and his ranting, 

All of the Gods, and I and you know, 
When Neptune, Pallas, and Dneen Fun, 
By combination had trapan'd him, 

And had intended to havechain'd him; 
He'd nwch ado, though his ſtrength ſuch is, 
To diſingage him from their clutches. 
Nor had he done it for all that 

(Though now he vapour can and prate ) 


For all his triving, and his (trogling, 

His writhing, wrigling, and his jugling, 
Nor all his ſtrength, which now fo orea! 153 
Had not his old friend, 27adam Thetis, 

M 2 


, 
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In time of danger ſent him there, 


Briarews the Hot cockle player, 

Witha whole hundred Cluſter-fifts 

To diſingage him from the Liſts. 

And by wy faith he came in ſeaſon 

To reſcue him from the Hiph-treaſon, 

Orelſe with this my huſhng Den, 

I know nor how it would have gone. 
Merc.Prethee hanck up thy tongue again, 

And do not give it ſo much rein. 

Theſe words do make my ears to tingle. 

'Tis well that thou and I are (inge; 

This language is unſafe, I ſwear, 

For thee to ſpeak, or me to hear. 
Mars. Do'ſt think I have folittle wit 

To talk thus unto all I meet ? 

No friend, I wiſer am than fo, 

I know well whom I ſpeak it to, 

One, who not only has a Talent 

In ſpeaking, but in being ſilent ; 

But ſhou'd another chance to come 

Of Mawoers, not a word but Mum. 


DIALOGUE. 
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OA L OS UE 


Panand eMercury. 


Pas. e Ood morrow( Father!)how doſt do? 
Mex. I cood morrowSon,(fince Umuitbe fo, 
But why call't thou me Father trow ? 

For to behold thoſe goodly horns, 

That py'd beard, which thy face adorns, 

That ſingle wagging at thy Bute, 

Thoſe Cambrils, and that cloven foot, 

Thou do'ſt much more (not to diſſemble) 

A He-Goat, than a God reſembie. 

Pan.'Tis viry well! buta!l this while 

Thou thine own Iſſue do'ſt revile, 

And giv{t thy (ef wany fow! Rubs, 

Prethee what's he that gets ſuch Cubs ? 

For all this handſome ſhape you ſec 

Came from wy Father, and ihov'rt he. 

Aer.! would thou could ſt perſwade me t9 it; 
But ihow'Irt have much ado to do i-, 
M 3 j'le 


The-.Scoffer Scoft. 


TI'le make much of wy ſelf, I'de need, 
If but in reverence to my breed. 

But if thy happy (Szre) I am, 

Who the great Devil was thy Dam ? 
Did I not meet with ſome Shee-Goat 
Traveſted in a petticoat ? 

For never ſure did woman bear 

So uncouth a prodigious Heir. 

Par. No (Father) T would have thee know't, 
Thou did'ſt nor couple with a Goat, 
Th'aſt not forgot, yet I dare ſay, 

How once in fair Arcadia | 

With beaſtly Juſt, and barb'rous power, 
Thou did'ſt a pretty Maid defloyre ! 
What need'(t thou bite thy fingers ends, 
I only ſpeak it amongſt friends ? 


It is Penelope I mean. 
Merc.+ I do remember ſuch a © ear, 
A pretty Gz#rl: but how could ſhe 


Bring out ſo fowl! a Beaſt as thee, 
More like a Devil than like me ? 
Pan. Nay, I'me as like my Dad, in ſooth, 
AShe had [pit me out oa's mouth, 
Ti;at 
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That is, as like what then thou we'rt, 
When thou play*d(ſt that uncivil part : 
For then, if th'aſt it not forgot, 
Thou turnd'ſt thy ſelf into a Goat 
With a face fowl as any Vizor, 

policy for to ſurprize her. 

Merc. Yes, I remember, out upon i: ! 
But troth I am aſham'd toown it. 

Paz. Faith for the Rape I cannot blame ye ; 
But as for me, I ſhall not ſhame ye, 
And few there are prefer'd before me : 
For beſides that, they do adore me 
All o're Arcadia, where pofſeſt 
I am of thouſand Flocks at leaſt. 

My qualities have purchaſt Fame : 

For Dofor I of Muſick aw, 

And more have made wy valour known 
In the preat field of eXarathon, 

For which good ſervice the Athentans 
Have given me a fine convenience 
Wherein to fit, eat, Cr.nk, or ſnort, 

A Grato underneath thor Fort, 
M 4 
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Where thou ſhalt ſee, if e*re th:con'ſt thither, 
How highly I am honour'd (Father.) 


Merc, What art thou marry'd ? 
Pas. No not yet, 


] hitherto have had more wit. 

Merc. 3 wonder at it not, in truth, 
For who'd have ſucha ſweet fac't youth # 
Pax. Piſh ! had I nothing elſe to do, 

(Father) I could have Wives enow, 
And therefore that's a vain Obje&ion : 
But I've ſo amorous a Complexion, 
And do with love ſo ſcald and burn, 


One Wife would never ſerve my turn. 


Merc, Thou bugger'ſt then the Goats I doubr. 
Pan. Good words ! no I'me not ſo put too't; 
Eccho, and Pitys, full of bliſſes, 
Are both content to be my Miſſes, 
And a!l the Rout of Bacchanals, 
Come with a powder when Pax cails. 
By which (good Father) you may know 


I betrer ſpend my tims than ſo, 


M, erce 
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Mer. Be!iev*c they'r wond'rous kind to "4 


And *tis no wonder though they be, 
Th'aſt ſuch a charming Phiſnomy. 
But T have a requeſt unto thee 
- Will dome good, and no harmdo thee, 
« {| 6 Itis ſoſwall ; whichis, that ſeeing 
I was ſo bleſt to give thee being, 


Thou in return wilt be ſo civil 

As not to pay my good with evil, 

But whereſoe're we chance to meet 

In houſe, or field, or in the ſtreer, 

So oft as we ſhall come together 

Thou do forbear to call me Father ; 
For not to mince the verity, 

I'me damnably aſkam'd of thee : 

Put for this once ſhake hands and part, 
And ſo farewel with all my heart. 


DIALOGUE. 
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DIAL O G U E. 


Apollo and Bacche. 


Apollo. \ l T Ho'd think that ſuch a Fack-ax- 
ape as 


Expt, the mighty Tool'd Priuprs, 

And Azaroginus, of all others 

Should all of the ſame womb be brothers, 

Being ſo much unlike in feature, 

In humor, and in ſhape, and ſtature, 

For once a little Goddtkin, | 

No bigger then a Skitzle-pin, 

Yet httle as he is can ſcare-us, 

If he once takes his Bow and Arrows, 

And of the other two, the latter 

Can make nor Man's, nor Maiden's water, 

The t'other ſomewhere is more tall 

By handfvulls, than the beſt on's all. 
Bacchus. Why this diverſity cach gathers, 

From the variety of Fathers, | 

Though every day indeed preſents 


A* great and ſtrange a Gifference, 
Ev'n 


6 
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Evn amongſt thoſe who had no other 

But the ſame Father, and ſame Mother. 
Apollo. Yet "tis quite otherwiſe you ſee 

berivixt my Siſter Die and me, 

Who the ſame vertues have, and vices, 

And follow the ſame exerciſes. Ss 
Bacchgs. But that mad Hack in petrticoats, 

In Sexthia's buſie cutring throats, 

Whilſt thou doſt men of money fleece, 

With giving Phyſick here in Greece, 

And pray what Sympathy's in this ? 
Apollo.Why Bacchus doſt thou think that ſhe 

Takes a delight in cruelty, 

In hearing blood in throats to rottle, 

Like liquor from a ſtraitr-mouth'd Bottle ? 

Alaſs, ſhe only does it, ſhe 

Meerly out of complacency, 

Taccommadate her ſelf t'th* faſhion, 

And humor of that barbarous Nation ; 

At which ſhe takes ſo great oftence, 

That ſhe but waits to teal from thence, 

When any Grectan ſhip comes thither, 

To rat her in, and bring her hither, 


—_ 
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Bacchus. Why truly then I do commend her, 
And a good gale of wind Fove ſend her. 
In the mean time I needs muſt tell you 
Priapuc is a bealtly fellow : 
For (no one being by but us) 
Calling at's houſe at Lewpſaca, 
After we'd eaten well, and much, 
And quaft't it ſmartly #pſp-Datch, 
It being pretty coldiſh weather, 
He needs would have us lye together ; 
And ſo we did, when in the Night, 
When leaſt (I ſwear) I dream't of it, 
Betwixt ſome twelveand onea Clock, 
He tilts his Tantrum at my Nock, 
Till with extremity of pain 
He plainly made me roar again. 
Apollo. A very ediſying ſtory ! 
And what did you, whil'ſt hedid bore ye? 
Bac. What ſhould I do,but make the beſt on't, 
I only laught, and made a jeaſt on. 


Ap. Some would perhaps have kept a puther: 


But thou I think cou'd'it do no other, 


But 
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But put on patience, and lye ſtill. 

Alaſs ! he did it in good will, 

And it had been ill nature in thee 

When he good meat and drink-had g'in thee, 

For to grudge him who fed thee gratss, 

q 59 ſmall a courtefie as that is. 

Beſides, he great temptations had 

For thou'rt a pretty ſmock-fac't Lad. 
Bacchws, But yet o*'th* two (my friend Apollo) 

Thou art by much the prettier fellow, 

And therefore if he once make ſuit t'ee 

Tolye in's houſe, faith look about ye, 
Apol, Well! well ! but he were beſt take heed 

How he attaques my eMaiden-head. 


His mighty Trap-ſtick cannot 1care-us ; 

For we have good Yew-bow, and Arrows, 

As well asa white Wig to tempt him, 

And if he draw, he will repent hum, 

Beſides, I'me ſo ſet round with light, 

And am withal ſo quick of ſight, 

That much I donot need to fear, 

To be ſurprizedin wy Rexr. 

DIALOGUE. 
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SIA DCAHGCHIE 


Mercary, and his Mother Maya. 
d Jt 


Merc. '* 2284 your counſel on ſome other, 
Tis labor loſt on me (good Mother) 

For ere I'le lead the life I do, 

And be this Drape, I tell you true, 

And ſo I'le tell old Father Leſber, 

I amreſolv'd Fle een turn Thraſber, 

Sfifh ! I'me a ſlave, a pack-horſe made, 

Would I'de been Prentice to a Trade; 

Or bred up with ſome honeſt Farmer, 

Who would have clad me perhaps warmer, 

Though not ſo fine, and giv'n mereſt, 

And not have work*t me like a Beaſt ? 

A God Quotha ! No Deity 

Was ever ſure ſo us'd as I : 

Bur ere this life I'le longer lead, 

Ile ftroll for Lower, or begg wy bread, 
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And run, nay fly, let who will hear me, 
Far as my leggs, or wings will bear we. 
e Maya. Nay prethee Son, govern thy paſſion, 
And do not talk of this wild faſhion. 
Merc.Why ſhould I not ſpeak out (forſooth) 

2 long as I ſpeak nought but cruth 2 

Tut ! cut! I ſcorn to mince the matter ; 

T was not bred to lye, and flatter, 

And being abus'd thus I muſt ſpeak, 

And eaſe my heart, or it will break, 

I ſpeak no Treaſon. Have I not 

Very good reaſon to find fault, 

When Fwpiter does force on me 

More work, more toyl, and drudgery 

(Which, Mother, cannot be deny'd) 
Thanuponall the Gods beſide ? 

Firſt, I by ſpring of day muſt come 

To waſh, and rub the dining Room, 

(Which does not alwayes ſmell of Amber:) 

Next, I muſt clean the Conmeel Chamber, 

And duſt the Woolkpacks ; after that 
I muſt go dreſs the Roows of State, 


-A 
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Bruſh Cuſhions, Chairs, and foot-C loaths too, 
(Which takes upn9 ſinall time to do: ) 
Nay, all this yer will not ſuffice, 

Bur I muſt ſweep the Galeertes, 
Though others are more ſit to do'r, 
The Lobby's, and back Stairs to boot ; 
Then having ſwept my face of fat, 
Powder'd,and put on clean Gn 
I muſt 1'ch' Anti-chamber waic 
Fapers riling, to receive 

Such orders as he is pleas'd to give. 
(Whick ever nam'rous are no doubt) 
And then muſt carry them abour, 
Work that requires a ſupple Hamm). 
Then Steward I o'th' Honſbold am, 
Yes, and Cup-bearer too, at leaſt 

As often as he makes a Feaſt, 

And had that office ev'ry day 


Till Ganimede came into play. 


But all this work 15 nothing yer, 
And I could well away with it; 
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| But that with which I'me moſt oppreſt, 
Is that at night, when all's releaſr, 
And every one goes to his reit, 
No one but me employ he can 


To convoy a great Caravan 


4 | Of pale-fac't dead folks unto Hell; 
Company that 1'th' Night might well 


The ſtouteſt God in Heaw'n daunt. 
Where alſo before Khadamant 

I muſt indite and proſecute *um, 
Which e're by Law we can confute *um, 
Repeating every little Crime, 

Does take up ſuch a world of time, 
The day is ready for to peep in: 

And then what time have I to ſleep in? 
And yet a!l this, this F#piter 

Whom I have ſerv'd ſo many year 
(Wherein h'as had good ſervice on me) 
The conſcience has to impoſe upon me, 
As no: enough emptoy'd I were 

In being Serjeant, Orator, 

Cup-bearer, Wreſtler, and what not, 


But I muſt on theſe errands trot, 
N To 


«33 
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To ke dep:ived of the reſt 

Mortals allow to every Beaſt. 

Ceſtor and Pollux each one knows , 

By turns are ſuffer'd to repoſe. 

But I am toſs't like Temns-ball, 

And am allow'd no reſt at al]. 

But am diſpatch't both Morn and Even, 
From Heav'n to Farth, from Earth to Heaver: 
Whilſt Bacchws here, and Herceales, 
Who are no Sons of Goddeſſes 

As I am, but more meanly born 

Of wretched Mortals, and forlorn, 
At great Fove's board in feaſt and play, 
Merrily paſs the time away- 

I need had of a Horſe to ride on , 

For I'me but juſt now come from Szapy, 
Where I have with Exropa bin; 

But I am ſent away again 

To Argos with another How-d'ce 

To Danae a wretched Dowdy, 

When 1am almoſt ſpent I yow t'ee. 
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| Nay more than that; I muſt, they ſay, ) 
Make roo Bevtiain wy way 
To viſit there Amtiopa. \ 


Eur flatly I've refus'd to do it ; 

For (Mother) [le not melt my Sue 

For no good words that can be given, 

Norne're a F#piter in Heaven. 

And though (*tis true) he keeps me brave, ( 

On's ſervice I ſuch comfore have, 

I ſomerimes would be ſold a flave, 

And run the riſque of all diſaſter, 

Fai] whatfall can to change my Maſter. 
Maya. Come prethee moderate thy paſſion, 

Theſe are but words of indignation, 


I'le have no talk of parting neither. 
What ! what ! you muſt obey your Father, 


And never think he does you wreng : 
You muſt take pains too whil'ſt y'are young, 


And do wharte're he bids you do, 
And fear not you'l tave Sons enow, 
When you are old to work for you. 


I prethee then no longer ſtand, 


But go, and execute's comuand, 
N 2 I 


CES 
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I know he's cholerick if thwarted, 

And tob« apt to be tranſported, 

Love to0 is ſuch an odd diſeaſe, 

That Lovers are moſt hard to p'eaſe ; 
Will alvayes have their own fond wayes, 


And are .npatient of Delayes, 
SEAL OSU US 


Jupiter and Sol, 


+ WA Hy thou unlucky ſenſleſs fool, 
' Thou Dunce, thou Loggerhead, thou 
Owl ! 
Th'aſt made fine work here, haſt thounot? J 


To go and truſt thy Chariot 

With a young giddy hair-brain'd Sor, 

Who, unto thy eterna[] ſhame, 

One ha!f o'th' world has ſet on flame; 
And(whichto think on't makes me ſhudder) 
$9 harC has frozen up the other, 

Thar if I had not knock't him down 

Witha go00d rap upon his crown, 

And curn'd him topſie-turvy under, 

Witha good rattling clap of Thunder, 


Art 
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At the mad rate that he was driving, 
He had deſtroy'd all Creatures living, 
And all mankind, had he on poſted, 
Had either frozen been, or roaſted, 
And then you'd made (I hope you'l grant) 
A pretty piece of bus'neſs on c. 
Sol. Oh Fuptiter, I guilty aw, 
Yea,inexcuſably too blame, 
And without mercy am undone 
For my indulgence toa Son, 
I could not for my heart deny. 
And then to ſee a * Miſtreſs cry, 
And tears run trickling down her face, 
Wou'd e*en have mov'd a heart of braſs. 
'Twas that that d:d my Reaſon charm , 
Bur (as I'me here) | rhought no harm, 
Fup. No harm ! now dar'it thou cell m* (G ? 
Did'ſt not thy Horſes fury kno? 


What haſt thou been my Charioteer 
So many hundred thouſand year ; 


\ 


® Clyments * 


Yet bat thou know ſt nor, now can ſt ſwear, 
What fiery nead ſtrong Fades they were ? 
N 3 Yes 
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Yes (Sirrah ) you knew well enough 
How hard to rule they were, and rough, 
And that they would do more than trot, 
If bridle once in teeth they got ; 

And that if once they got a foot, 

Much more a wheel out of the Rex, 8 
All would be loſt ; you knew all this, 
And yet for your Lyndabrides, 

To humor her (forſooth) you muſt 
Likea damn'd Rogue betray your truſt, 
Endanger all the world, and ſet 

A Novice in that dang rous ſeat, 

| Whotodrive Topps was fitter far, 

Than guide the Day's triumphant Cry. 


Sol.l muſt confeſs(as your Grace ſayes) 
] knew the Fades were Runewayes, 
And therefore did the wilful Js 
With my own hands 1'th* Coach-box place, 
Taught him the Reins to draw, ad ſlip, 
And ſhew'd him how to hold hig whip, 


Taught him the right Poppyſme too, 
W hich both the Horſes full well knciv, 


And 
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And my own hold before I quitted, 

No one inſtruQion I omitted 

That I conceiv'd was neceſſary. 

' Aſſur'd then he could not miſcarry, 

I left him co himſelf, and bid him 

q Towchez monfils, and ſo good ſpeed him. 
He crack't his whip o're the mad Gat#le. 
The Chariot wheels began to rattle, 

And through the Ezſtern-gate they run : 
But my fool-hardy, aukward Son, 

So ill (wo worth the time | got him) 
Retain'd the Lefſoxs | had taught him, 
That he had ſcarce, it ſhould appear, 

A furlong got in his Cariere, 

When th* Stalliuns, with the flaming Mains, 
Finding by flackneſs of the Reins 
They'd got another Charteteer, 

Away they ſtrain'd in wi'd Carzere, 

And lefc the Road, which had they kept, 
Although the wind they had our-ſtript 


In ſpeed, yet rinning the right way, 


*Twould but have made a ſhorter Cay : 
N 4 But 
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But the raſh Boy amaz'd with light, 

And dizzy at the fearful fight 

Of the Abyſs he ſaw below him, 

Both Whip and Reins he ſtreight ca(t fro him, 
And by the Coach-box held him faſt , 

'Till thou in wrath gav'ſt him his laſt. 


S for his temerarious action 
My Boy has paid full ſatisfa&ion, 
And im his loſs Ithink that I 
Too puniſh't am ſufficiently. 

Twp. Hel confeſs, has had his payment, 
But thou who wert the moſt too blame in't, 
Deſerv*it at leaſt to be ſtrappado'd, 

Nay, flead aiive, and carbonado'd : 
Buc I to mercy encline rather, 

And pardon an indulgent Father, 

On this condition (nevertheleſs) 
Thou never ſoagain tranſpreſs. 

For it thou do'ſt (thou Raſcal thou) 
Plewake thee both to fee!, and know, 
That this fame Thunder which I hand'e. 


Is hotter than your farthing Canale. 


-” 
-- 
I 
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In the mean time this I'le do for ye, 

Becauſe I ſee thou art ſo ſorry, 

I will that Phaetons Siſters go 

Enterr him on the Banks of Po, 

Juſt where he fel], and for their Guerdon, 
Cle doa thing was never heard on: 

Transform *um into Peplars all, 

From whom a certain Gam ſhali fall, 


To imitate the tears they ſhed 
| Over the hair-brain'd Logger-head. 


As to the reſt it fits thy care 
Thy broken Waggon to repair, 


| Which will requireright!y to doit, 


A Carpenter, and Wheel-wright to it. 


For firſt the Carriage is broken, 

And one o'ch' Wheels has ne're a ſpoke on, 
The Harneſs too ſo much amils is, 

'Tis torn in twenty thouſand pieces. 

But as to that I to befriend thee , 

A ſpecial Cobler (treight will ſend thee, 


And when th'aſt got thy tackle mended, 


Begin a ney where thy Son ended. 
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But now they've learn't a reſty trick, 
The Fades no doubt wiltfrisk and kick, 
As they were new again to break, 

And may endanger too thy neck, 

I promiſe ye I mainly doubt ye, 

And therefore (Sirr4h) look about ye. 


ExXALOGU kb 
Apolh and eMerenry, 


wa | 'me ſo confounded with this pair, 
This Caftor, and this Pollsx here, 
This brace of Cignets, that one Brother 
I'me ſtill miſtaking for the other , 

Which puts me out of Count*nance ſo, 

I know not what to ſay, or do, 

For they r ſo like, that when I meet 'um, 
And with reſpe& would kindly greet 'um, 
Servant Don Caftor, ſtreight cryT : 

I'me Pollax, cries he by and by. 

Then preſently my ſelf I flatter, 


The next time ſure to mend the matter, 
When 


CO 
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When,meeting one of 'um alone, 
What Monſieur Pollux, and go on, 
'me proud to be your Servant known, 
' And then *tis Ceftoy ten to one. 
Now though herein there ever is 
) | Qs much to hit as there's to miſs, 
Yet o'th* wrong name I alwayes light, 
And never yet was in the right. 

If thou can'ſt give me then ſome mark 
| Particular to either Spark, 
$ That I may one from t-other know, 

| prethee (honeſt eMerc'ry) do. 
Merc. Why that you yeſterday embrac't here, 
When we together were, was C«ſtor. 
Ap.But how can'ſt know him from his Brother» 
When they'r ſo like to one another, , 
Merc. Why Pollux is ſo giv'n to huffing, 
His face ſtill's black and blew with cufting: 
ind to be more particular, 


His left cheek wears a noted [car 
Of a good wherrit Bebrix gave him, 


Which over-board no doubt hag drave him, 


F Had not friend Jaſon ſtept to ſave him. 
Which 
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Which Recumbendibus he got 

By beingofan 4rgonemt, 

When Faſon ſailed into Greece, 

To ſteal away the Golden Fleece. 
Apollo.Gramercy faith, I'te ſweara Book on» 

Thou haſt oblig'd me by this token. 8 

For which was which I ne'recould tell, 

But ſeeing each with his half ſhell, 

His white horſe, Javelin, and his Star, 

To me the ſame they alwayes were, 

And I, when I would ſeem well bred, 

Did ſti!l conſound -um, as I ſaid : 

But ſince I'me ſo beholding to thee, 

Reſolve me one thing more I prethee ; 


And tell me why theſe brothers never 
Are to be ſeen in Heav'n together, 

Merc, Why you muſt know that Tupiter 
Upon the'hatching of this pair, 
Theſe Twins of Leda fair, decreed 
CI think for to preſerve the Breed) 


That. one the DeFrics ſhould curtal, 


s s * $ . 
But th'other ke ordain'! immorta! : 


Which 
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Which known to them, as well as others , 
They, like two very loving Brothers, 
By an atie@ion very rare, 

The good and i!l alike would ſhare. 
Thus when one dies, the other mourns, 


0 < Andſo they live, and dye by turns. 


Apollo. "Tis fign of very good condition, 
Bur 'tis a friendſhip ſans fruition ; 
For in this manner neither Brother 
Can ever ſee, or ſpeak to th'ather : 
But of what Calling are theſe Blades ? 
For we have all of usour Trades. 
I am a Prophet and Maſfitian, 
My * Son's a ſpecial good Phyſitian, — 
My Siſter playes the Mzawife's part, 
And chou a famous Wreſtler art, 


Are theſe two good for nought do'ſt think, 
Bur only for to eat, and drink ? 

Merc. O yes I promiſe ye, their Stars 
Propirious are to Mariners, 
And ſave 'um ofr, when to oncs thinking 


They cven are as go0d as ſinking. 


Apoilo, 


— — _— _ 
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Apollo, A charitable good vocation ; 
I wifh them nigh when I've occaſion. 
Good Sea-men, ſay'ſt thou (Merc'ry) marry, 
A Calling very neceſſary, 
And will (no doubt) when men are Sea-ſick, 
Do *um more good by half than Phyſick. 0 


EPILOGUE. | 


EPILOGUE 


| 


A ND avw (my Maſters) reſt you merry, 
1 doubt both you and | are weary, 
Elfe I ſbould very much admires 

Such trumpery a Dogg would tire. 

Vet in the precious Age we live in, 
Moſt people are ſo lewdly given, 

Courſe Hempen traſh « ſooner read, 
Than Poems of a finer thread. 

Which made our Author wiſely chooſe 

To dizen up his dirty Myſe 

In ſuch an odd fantaſtick weed, 

As ev'ry one he knew would read, 

Net # he wiſe enough to know 

His Myſe however fings too low, 
(Though warbling in the neweſt faſhion) 
| To work a work of Reformation, 

"And ſo writ this (tozell youtrue) 

To pleaſe himſelf as well as you, 


Sib CI. WW 
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Net if (beyond his expeFtation) 

This ſball be grac't with acceptation, 

Like others much of the ſame faſhion, 

Which all have had your approbation ; 
The Rhymer will ſo kindly take it, 
That he his Bus neſs ther will make it 4 
No mere thus ſawcily to ſeeff ye , 
But ſomething bring more worthy of ye. 
In the mean time he bids me ſay, 

If you'l not hiſs this Puppet-play, 
Þ+ Lucian's 
' Dialogues He'l do what ne*re was done by any, 


of the 


dead; Andraiſe the + dead to entertain ,e. 
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